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MY  LADrs  GARTER 

PART  I 
MY  I.ADT'S  GARTER 

f^NCE  upon  a  time,  nearly  six  hundnsd 
^^^  yean  ago-about  the  year  1344  to  be 

Edward  III.  guest  of  honor  at  the  gnmd 
annual  baU  of  the  La„y  L.  iCtS 
Association,  paused  while  dancing  wStiw 

^'S^J^^  "^  Salisbury^:^^ 
ing,  picked  up  ftom  the  flooi-a  lady's  garS 
|It  was  a  nbbon  of  dark  blue,  edged^ 
y^ow-^  slender,  shapely  thin^  wTbu^ 
and  pendant  cunningly  wrought  of  gold. 
.  pe  countess  gasped,  blushed,  grabbed 
hysten^y  at  her  left  knee,  thek  S^SS 

««ind  the  baUrtxan;  the  smile  became  a 
utter. 

'•<lJl7*°°t°^^^'*°^**  *****  "  <Jo«°  ways: 
,  BvTi  to  lum  who  evil  thinks,"  or  "Shame 

fee  upon  hnn  who  thinks  ill  of  it."    Anyway, 
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ttoMj^y  youQg  blades  who  had  been  boninc 
their  French  with  the  idea  of  awatingid- 
WMd  III  to  the  throne  of  Pnmoe,  diaoovered 
•uddenly  that  there  was  nothing  amustng 
in  the  incident;  and  ribald  laughter  died  on 
vuk  lips.  For,  be  it  understood,  in  those 
days  it  wasn't  healthy  to  laugh  unless  the 
king  laughed  first. 

Bending  gravely,  His  Majesty  phwed  the 
»»rt«  around  his  own  l«g,  the  left,  just  below 
the  knee,  and  the  dance  went  on  to  the  end. 
Then: 

"My-my  garter,  please?"  stammered  the 
countess  in  charming  confusion, 

"I  shaU  return  a  pair  of  them,  my  dear 
Countes*-*  pair  done  in  gold,"  His  Majesty 
told  her  gallantly.    "Perchanoe  there  may 
be  a  jewel  or  so  in  the  royal  strong  box  with 
irtudi  to  adorn  them.    You  wiU  honor  me 
by  accepting  them." 
The  Countess  curtseyed  to  the  floor. 
So,  romantically  enough,  was  bom  Brit- 
am  s  highest  order  of  chivalry,  the  Order  of 
the  Garter.    Its  insignia  is  a  slender  ribbon 
of  dark  blue,  edged  with  yeUow,  and  overlaid 
with  shields  of  gold,  upon  each  of  which  is 
the  motto:    "Horn  soU  gut  mat  y  pensel" 
Its  pendant  represents  St.  Geoige,  aimored, 
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the  wnuLon  throat  of  a  green  dragon  with 

a  barbed  tail.    Ten  thoiaand  men  have  died 
rar  tt. 

Jurt  what  Queen  PhiUppa,  Edwaixl's  con- 

,«ppeared  before  her  wearing  another  woaum's 
««rter,  or  how  the  Counten  of  Salidntry 
nianaged  for  the  remainder  of  the  evenin/. 
do^appear.  These,  together  with  rthS 
mterestmg  details,  are  lost  in  the  mists  of 
antiquity. 

For  many  years  a  lady's  garter  lay  amoos 

the  preacws  reUcs  tucked  away  in  an  cibscute 
corner  of  the  British  Museum.  It  differed 
fimm  the  widely  known  insignia  of  the  Order 
of  the  CW  only  in  its  apparent  estieme 
age,-«nd  m  the  fact  that  diamonds  and 
rubiM  were  set  alternately  in  the  six  shieUs 

°!fS?  J^^y^*^*»"''*«°-  This  was  one 
l^S?  f«^  ^^te"  given  to  the  Coun. 
te«rf  Salisbury  by  His  Majesty,  Edwani  III. 
Something  like  a  year  since  the  garter 
vanished.    Obviously,  it  had  been  stoS!^ 


PART  II 
THE  ADVENTWRBS  OF  THB  BAWX 

CHAPTER  I 
T    OVE  ia  the  one  itmnutable  quidity  we 

ingMthe  whitenewof  mow,  orthere^eTi 
r«^  or  the  blush  of  the  desert  d«wn.    l2 
object  may  alter-alas.  how  often  it  doest- 
but  love  Itself  is  an  essential.    TTiatwMM 
true  ten  thousand  «eons  ago  as  it  is  now,  and 
asie  wiU  be  ten  thousand  ssons  hence.    So 
perforce,  the  delver  into  emotions  must  be 
tetem  his  expositions.    'Twas  only  a  whim 
Of  the  sombw  goddess  who  spins  the  threads 
of  OOP ttves  that  saved  &om  triteness  theaSS 
I  am  about  to  recount.    One  wonders  at  times 
tf  ttee  may  not  be  a  grinning  countenance 
behmd  Fate's  tragic  mask!    Whocan^T^ 
J°  *5»."«*«»ce  it  appears  that  the  goddess 
acted  dehberately.    She  had  an  aftemWoff 
from  her  spuming,  and  amused  herself  bv 
entanglmg  two  threads  of  destiny-a  white 
«^  and  a  black  one.    The  whii  one  wS 
^t  of  S  Keats  Gaunt,  poet,  a«thete.  and 
heir  to  milhons;  and  the  black  one  was  that 
la 
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In  the  begimiing  genius  tinbound-I  am 
«f«niig  speoficaUy  to  that  ri«ng  y™ 

a;«»--l»d  pierced  the  uapy«an  and  in 
ttat  Stony  vault  found  the  Ideal;  andhiS 
Jot  flwnang.  love-tipped  javelin,  of  p<^ 
SL^  rTrf  ,*^  ***•  '^ounded^S 

Slr^J^'""^^-  Theholy&eof 
won  bun*  mto  iambics,  and  odes,  and 

Tl^  f^'  '°"°^  which  WTh^ 
*Jf2*^«  of  a  dreamy-eyed.  long-hSS 

b^*.T  «*^«  *»  »^  millionSTS 
baron  father,  and  stating  the  case 

The  interview  took  place  in  his  father's 
office,  and  at  its  peroration,  consistingTlSo 
^   d»amel««ly  snatchrS^S^ 

^^  chair  and  Stored  at  his  son  scowS^ty 

S1S5  il?^  *  ^•*  ««°etme8  he  caught 
hunself  wondering  if  anybody  did  litr  W 
Some  fathers  are  like  that     ^  **"^''  ""' 
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And  who,  may  I  ask,"  he  queried  with 
exaggerated  courtesy,  "who  is  the  lady  you 
have  chosen  to  honor  with  so  marked  an 
— «"— er— "  He  was  never  good  at  pretty 
speeches. 

"Helen  Hamilton,"  replied  the  poet. 
Helen  Hamilton?"  John  Gaunt  rose  from 
his  seat  witha  roar,  and  his  big  fists  were 
clenched.     "Helen   Blazes!"     And  he   sat 
down  again. 
"Hamilton,"  Skeets  corrected  mildly 
"What  in—!    You  can't—!    Was  ever  a 
man—!     Why,    in    the    name—!"     John 
Gaunt  spluttered  on  into  sheer  incoherency. 
There  were  simply  no  words  to  fit  it,  that 
was    aU.    FinaUy,    with   an   effort:    "You 
can't  mean  that  snippy,  redheaded,  little 
tumed-up   nose   daughter   of— of   Brokaw 
Hamilton?" 

"I  mean  the  most  beautiful  woman  God 
ever  made, "  and  the  poet's  soul  was  swimming 
m  his  eyes,  "Helen  Hamilton,  daughter  of 
Brokaw  Hamilton. " 

John  Gaunt's  face  blazed  Uke  a  rising  sun; 

f,  '^^  *°  ^  *^**  °®^  sweUed. 
"No!"— the  voice  of  an  angered  Uon. 
.   ''^^y  not?"    Skeets   wanted   to   know. 
Her  family  is  as  good  as  our  own— better; 
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her  father  has  as  many  millions  as  you  have, 
perhaps  more;  her  social  position—" 

"No!"  John  Gaunt  barked  again  thun- 
derously,    "No!    No!!    No!!!" 

The  young  man  arose  and  stood,  unemo- 
tionally  pulling  on  a  pair  of  pale  lavender 
gloves.  He  was  not  surprised  at  the  objec- 
tion; he  had  rather  expected  it,  because  of 
an  old  feud  between  his  father  and  Brokaw 
Hamilton. 

"I'm  sorry  you  feel  that  way  about  it " 
he  remarked. 

"Now,  look  here,  Sammy,  if  you—" 

"Not  Sammy,  please,  father." 

"Samuel  then,"  and  the  belligerent  voice 
suddenly  softened  to  a  pleading  whine.  "Now 
look  h«e,  Samuel,  I've  always  been  a  kind 
and  mdulgent  father  to  you,  haven't  I?" 

I  suppose  so. " 

"I've  let  you  wear  your  hair  long  like  that, 
and  haven't  said  a  word,  have  I? " 
"No." 

"And  I  didn't  object  at  aU  when  you 
^1^  partmg  your  name  in  the  middle, 

"No." 

"I've   even    caUed    you    Keats    when    I 
remembered,  haven't  I?" 
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Skeets  conceded  the  point. 

"And  when  nobody  would  accept  your 
poetry,  didn't  I  buy  you  a  magazine  to  print 
It  m?" 

"Yes."  A  deep  sigh,  and  the  poet  dream- 
Jiy  brushed  the  long  forelock  from  his  eyes, 
"After  all,  posterity—" 

"And  haven't  you  been  printing  all  you 
could  write?"  John  Gaunt  went  on  hastfly— 
he  knew  that  speech  about  posterity.  "Now, 
do  be  reasonable.  Run  along  and  play  with 
your  magazine.  Cut  out  the  gab  about  this 
snippYf  redheaded  little—" 

"Pardon  me!"  and  for  an  instant  the 
poet's  eyes  foigot  to  be  poetic.  They  riit- 
tered. 

"  This— this  absurd  idea  about  Miss  Hamil- 
ton," his  father  amended. 

"What's  your  objection  to  her?" 

"I  don't  like  her  father." 

"It's  not  her  father  I  want  to  marry." 

"  I  don't  care  who  it  is  you  want  to  marry, " 
John  Gaunt  raged  suddenly.  "If  he,  she, 
or  it  is  named  Hamilton,  I  object.  Do  you 
understand?    That's  all." 

"That  is  your  irrevocable  answer?" 

"Yes." 

Skeets  strolled  out  of  the  office. 
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The  following  day  the  price  of  coal  went 
up.  John  Gaunt  had  to  take  it  out  on  some- 
body, so  he  put  the  skids  under  the  consumer, 
and  fell  to  wondering  hazily  if  he  could  find 
a  feasible  sch&.  a  by  T-'jich  he  might  strip 
Brokaw  Hamilton  of  his  millions. 

Skeets  spent  forty-eight  hours  composing 
more  iambics,  and  odes,  and  epics  and  things, 
all  of  them  dripping  gloom.  Black  wasn't 
half  black  enough  as  a  simile  for  the  melan- 
choly which  possessed  him. 

On  the  day  of  that  fateful  interview  Kdea 
Hamilton,  too,  had  done  the  conventional 
thing— that  is,  she  did  it  as  nearly  as  she  ever 
did  anything  conventionally.  Anyway,  she 
went  to  her  father.  He  happened  to  be  a 
railroad  magnate,  like  and  yet  unlike  the 
masterful  John  Gaunt.  Their  points  of  re- 
semblance were  a  genius  for  accumulating 
millions  and  a  hatred,  each  for  the  other, 
which  had  endiu^i  stanohly,  unfalterin^y, 
for  a  dozen  years. 

Oddly  enough,  Brokaw  Hamilton  was,  at 
the  moment,  engaged  in  working  out  a  plan 
by  which  he  hoped  to  apply  the  screws  to 
the  Gaunt  coal  interests  through  his  own 
multiple  railway  connections. 
He  was  at  a  big  desk  in  his  study— a  curious 
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roan,  Uttered  with  articles  of  virtu,  and  nm 
and  elegant  bric^-brac.  It  was  an  obsLSJ 
m^  him,  this  coDecting  of  quaint  artistic 
todies,  anything  that  happened  to  appeal  to 
his  catholic  tast^-personal  omamenCpiS 
tur^-pUte  jewels.  One  of  the  paperweights 
^Jus  desk  was  the  mununied  fWof  ^ 
Egyptian  pnncess,  and  beside  it  lay  a  heavy 

In  a  rniaU  glass  case  beside  his  pen  rack  was 
an  antiqmted  mangy  goose  quill  with  which, 
Brokaw  Hamilton  liked  to  believe.  King  John 
had  unwillingly  signed  Magna  ChartaTTiree 
OT  four  cabmets  against  the  waU  were  filled 

of  the  world.  One  end  of  his  house  was 
given  over  to  the  pictmes  and  latter  articles 
of  lus  ooUection;  here  in  his  sSy  hTkq^ 
the  smaUer  and  more  precious 

TTie  hobby  had  cost  h  n  millions,  and  he 
Weed  to  recaU  that  he  had  gouged  inany  of 
^^  milhons  out  of  John  Gaunt.  iLr 
warfare  of  a  dozen  years  had  been  bitt«^^ 
m««less,  continuous,  with  no  quarter  asked 
and  none  given.  Now  for  the  coup  de  graS 
If  this  new  plan  he  was  working  on  turned 

ZZ\"T^f  ^•^'^  "^^  J°^  G^ 

squirm!    And  he  would  celebrate  the  event 


THE  ADVENTURES  OP  THE  HAWK      19 

by  buying  that  Corot  he  had  his  eye  on! 
A  quarter  of  a  million  ftancsl    Dirt  cheap! 

Helen  came  romping  into  the  study;  she 
was  the  kind  of  girl  who  romped.  Her 
vigorous  young  muscles  were  wiry  and  inde- 
fatigable; she  could  follow  a  golf  ball  for 
miles  and  clout  it  in  the  eye  every  clip;  or 
play  tennis,  or  ride  horseback,  or  swim,  or 
drive  a  motor  car— or  repair  it,  for  that 
matter.  AJtogether,  an  able  yoUi.g  citizen 
was  Helen,  with  a  self-reliance  that  was 
inborn.  She  would  have  been  astonished  if 
any  one  had  ever  suggested  to  her  that  she 
might  need  help  to  do  a  thing. 

"Hello,  Pops,"  she  greeted  irreverently. 
"Are  you  busy?" 

•'  Yes,  very. "    He  didn't  look  up. 

"  I  just  came  in  to  tell  you  I'm  in  love. " 

"  Yes,  yes, "  abstractedly.  "Speak  to  your 
mother  about  it. " 

Helen  perched  herself  on  an  end  of  the  big 
desk  as  one  privileged,  and  sat  there  swinging 
one  foot,  nursing  her  knee.    Her  nose  crinkled 
charmingly;  a  smaU  nose,  saucy,  tip-tilted 
piquant. 

"I  say,  I'm  in  love,"  she  repeated  aggres- 
sively. "  You  don't  seem  a  bit  excited  about 
It.    Do  pay  attention  to  me!"    She  leaned 
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over  and  crumpled  up  the  sheets  of  scmwlv 
fi^  upon  which  her  father  was  at^J^ 
Do  you  hear?  I'm  in  love!"  *' '^'s- 
Brokaw  Hamilton  was  used  to  thi«  n-^ 
tyranpy.  He^achedforth^^pS^S^ 
^rS:^^  fort  to  be  vain.  theT  ^^a 
Mgh  dropped  back  into  hi?  chair 

In  love!"  he  repeated     "Vn.,>    u    i. 

^™ twenty-one," she orotestflrf    "a-vu 
^^tLr^3..I^ahnost'::*Sti^.f^^' 

H«-  father's  thoughts  were  far  away.  . 
^ere  were  hundreds  of  thousands  of  t«i; 
of  Gaunt  coal  to  be  hauled  evenr  3^ 
i^'r^Y  ^®  ?°«M  get  away  with  this,  and 
keep  out  of  the  clutches  of  the  iStote 
CWerce  Commission,  why-       ''***^*« 

"wZ^Z,^^^,^^"^^"^    imperiously. 
Why  don  t  you  ask  me  who  it  is?  " 

„^°  IS  it? "-obediently. 

Hes  a  poet!"  triumphantly     "I  r«a^„ 

a  real  poet-a  regular  ^who  «ts  '^ 

Pnnted."    She  unfolded  ^eeTtomt,*^ 

a  magazme  and  smoothed  it  on  W  toe^ 

Now  just  listen,  please;  and  mnmbS  i 

am  the  Helen  of  whom  he  speaks: 

" '°  ^*'™'  thy  hair  is  an  aura  of  gold- 
OHelenC" 
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"Sounds  like  swearing,"  complained  her 
father;  "that  'O  Helen,'  I  mean." 

"Why,   Pops!     I  think   it   is   perfecUy 
heavenly.    And  there's  a  whole  page  of  it 
It  goes  on  like  this: 

"  'O  Helen,  thy  hair  is  an  aura  of  gold— 
O  Helen! 
O  Helen,  thine  eyes  hold  a  secret  untdd— 

O  Helen! 
O  Helen,  thy  lipe— ' " 

"Best  thing  I  ever  heard,"  interrupted 
the  raUroad  magnate  hurriedly.  "So  ori- 
ginal, too!  Leave  it,  and  I'll  look  it  over 
some  time.    I'm  very  busy  now." 

" 'Aura  of  gold!'  Isn't  that  perfectly  cork- 
uig.  Pops?  'Aura  of  gold!' "  She  detached 
a  strand  of  her  hair  and  inspected  it  critically 
by  the  simple  process  of  looking  at  it  cross- 
eyed.  "But  I  should  have  called  it  red. 
Why,  Pops,  it  is  red— red  as  a  geranium. " 

"Yes,  yes,"  he  assented  absently.  His 
eyes  were  contracted,  his  thoughts  far  away 
again.  ' 

"Wouldn't  it  be  scrumptious.  Pops,  to 
have  a  poet  in  the  family?  He  could  com- 
pose odes  to  our  birthdays,  and  anniversaries, 
and— and  when  the  cook  leaves.  And  I'm' 
amply  crazy  about  him,  Pops!  It's  been  going 
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on  formonths-the  poems  ta  the  masaanes 

I  mean.  aU  of  them  dedicated  to  mT^S' 

may  I  have  him?  "  ' 

Helen  caught  her  father's   face  in   her 

S^at^J^  '  *"'*  "^^"^  ^  ^ 

"What  does  your  mother  say  about  it?" 
he  asked,  smiling. 

J.'^flf'   "*«  doesn't  seem  very  enthusi- 
astic,   Helen  confessed.    "  You  kn.>w,  Pops," 
•he  »n  on  m  a  gush  of  confidence,  "lots  of 
men  have  made  love  to  me,  and  there  wasn't 
one  of  them   I'd   have.    Why,  I  couldn't 
nwny  a  man  whom  I  could  beat  playing 
gdf,  and  tennis,  and  all  those  things.    But 
apoetl    You  see,  he's  diflferent.    One  doesn't 
object  him  to-to  do  all  that.    His  soul  is 
above  IJose  things!    He  would  be  writing 
ttmgs  about  me  alway»-oh,  lovely  poemsT 
She  leaned  forward  and  dabbed  her  rosy 
tl  **^   ***"  corrugated   brow  of  her 

Tfl- u  ^^^  ^^"^  inquired  finaUy.  with 
'aflickCT  of  mterest,  "who  is  this  wonderful 
poet  who  'gets  'em  printed'?  " 

Helen  pursed  her  lips  and  swung  a  silk- 
stockinged  ankle  violently. 

"That's  just  it, "  she  said.    "Mother  said 
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iwben  I  told  3rou  you  would  go  off  like  a  wt 
piece  at  a  Fourth  of  July  celebiation. " 

"I  can  imagine  your  mother  sayinj;  that," 
commented  her  fother  sarcastically,  "just 
as  you  have  expressed  it. " 

"Well,  anyway,  she  said  you'd  be  awfully 
angry." 

"Why  should  I  be  angry?"  he  went  on 
curiously.  "Who  is  your  poet  who  'gets 
'em  printed'?" 

"You  won't  get  mad  and  bellow?" 
I    "Who  is  he?" 

"Skeets  Gaunt." 

Brokaw  Hamilton  sat  motionles8,'regaiding 
her  for  a  tense  instant,  then  came  to  his  feet 
with  angrily  writhing  hands,  following  which 
there  was  a  series  of  vocal  explosions  which' 
failed  to  resolve  themselves  into  words. 
Helen  watched  him  with  a  pout  on  her  lips, 
and  disappointment  in  her  blue,  blue  eyes. 

"There!"  she  said  at  last.  "Mother  said 
you'd  do  that!" 

"No!"  bawled  Brokaw  Hamilton.  "No! 
A  thousand  times,  no!  That  pale-faced,  long- 
haired,  squidgy-shouldered  shrir-p— the  son 
of  John  Gaunt?    No!" 

Helen  slid  from  the  desk  and  enfolded  her 
infuriated  parent  in  her  arms;  rotmd,  brown 


"No!" 

"Pt«tty  please!" 
"Nol!" 

;;j^y  please  with  losses  on  it?" 
the  parental  te5tt«tSt5r    ^u"°*" 

»'«««i  him  tod  sS^^r^if  T^**  -^ 

«  me«,  old  thing.  ao^Lf^  ^  *^  y««'« 

«n?S  SnS.t'r",?  *?^  "»'^<- 
behind  her  ShT^?!'..  ****^  *«  dow 
in«  hi  id.  t£^*  S«  "«*  hour  SCOW- 
thU^ ''"**  *®  *"  fortridden  to  have  k 

.  «»8s  of  the  human  heart  as  th^TL      ■ 

— «»"  neart  as  they  were  in  the 


7  say,  Vm  in  lave.     You  don't  seem  a  hit  excited  about  it. 
Do  pay  attention  to  meV  " 


i'age  1 
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railroad  and  coal  busmess  respectivdy,  they 

would  have  knovra  parental  objection  is  an 

infallible  method  of  bringing  doubting  hearts 

together.    For  the  inevitable  happened. 

Forty-eight  hours'  toil  with  a  rhyming 

dictionary  and  thesaurus  sufSced  to  empty 

Skeets  Gaunt's  soul  upon  white  paper.    It 

was  a  vast  bitterness,  and  he  spread  it  over 

reams  and  reams;  after  which,  practicaUy 

enough,  he  sent  a  tel^iram  to  Helen.    It  was 
to  this  effect: 

"  My  father  objects. 

"Skbbts." 

The  answer  came  immediately: 
"  So  does  mine. 

"Helen." 

An  hour  elapsed;  another  telegram: 
"Let's  elope. 

"Skbets." 
The  answer: 

"  You're  on. 

"Helen." 
Ten  minutes  later: 

"Meet  me  at  St.  R^  for  luncheon  to-mortow. 
We  will  ansnge  details.  ••  Skbbts." 
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The  messenger  went  back  with  this- 
"I'M  be  there. 

"Helen." 

ai^l  ^^'  ^*^^  ^^  inevitable,  having 

me^ntable  and  tnte,  merely  leading  uo  to7w 
incidents  which  followed  thTw^.      . 
of  the  life  threads Tf  ^  .^  entangling 
a»,/i  Tu    „'''*^^^s  Of  s.  Keats  Gaunt   ooet 
and  The  Hawk,  gentleman  advent,^.  ^      ' 


CHAPTER  II 

HAVING  lined  his  capacious  iimer  man 
with  a  couple  of  pies  which  he  had 
adroitly  filched  from  a  kitchen  window  under 
the  very  eyes  of  the  cook,  The  Hawk  drew 
his  threadbare  coat  more  closely  about  him 
and  moved  along  the  road  sluggishly,  like 
a  gorged  snake,  seeking  a  spot  whereon  to 
lay  his  weary  head.  It  was  shortly  after 
ten  o'clock  at  night,  and  the  bulljring  wind 
which  came  whooping  in  from  Long  Island 
Sound,  and  bellowed  through  the  bright  new 
green  leaves  of  the  overhanging  trees,  had 
just  enough  dull  in  it  to  make  a  night  in 
the  open  unattractive.  Through  interlacing 
boughs  The  Hawk  could  see,  too,  heavy, 
damp  clouds  scudding  across  the  heavens, 
growing  momentarily  blacker.  After  awhile 
it  would  rain;  now  he  must  find  some  indoor 
place  to  sleep. 

Realization  of  this  immediate  necessity 
brought  him  to  a  reflective  standstill,  and  he 
looked  back  upon  the  scantily  lighted  road 
he  had  just  come,  trying  to  remember  if  he 
had  passed  a  bam  or  a  vacant  house.  Pin- 
ally,  shaking  his  head,  he  turned  and  looked 
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«J«^rio  light  SS  .f'l,"^  ^  ^ 
road.  Beyond  SrS  tL  ^^  ^  *« 
was  seeking,  so  he  trndg^""'^?  ^^^^^  ^^ 
to  the  wind.  ''™aged  on,  head  down 

Evil  days  were  these  for  The  H«»i,  , 
«npty,  profitless  days    cZ.-     ?^^'  '^' 
the  haze  of  half  7?oz^?T'°'^^'  *^°"Sh 

himself  theltSny  of  SiT"'  ^'  P""^***^ 
of  the  splendid7r3iSSST~'^°"^*=*'°° 

-ine^^Sp^wi;  =?"  °^  -^  -ci 
For  ther^had  come  J^^  *J"*' ^*«r  ^• 
morning  when  h^ZSe^^'/^™P>  °°« 
of  thewor]d-sDe^-fioT«  r.  ^^  *^«  Pohce 
«f  the  dty VKSk  ^*^'^^  ^^"^th 
ears.    That  dav  Iv       ^^°^°8^  ^^out  his 

yanished  int'oTbli^tn  it  tt"h  ''!,  ^^ 
jusbce  yelping  at  his  heX         '  ""^^  °^ 

llie  gnarled  finger  of  Tim^  ^  j 
°««y  chapter  iaWs  lit!  K^t  ^  '^**«° 
chapter  of  hailJsSp  S^^o^i'^'t"^^^- 
without  avail  for  tw  °*^*hem.  but  not 
some  erasuS'i  wSl^^  ^f  '^^  «ade 
^   been  ^^"^^I'^Z'^'J';^ 
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returned  to  their  kennels,  beaten.  So  now, 
after  men's  memories  had  lapsed,  The  Hawk 
was  daring  to  go  back  to  those  scenes  of  his 
early  triumphs-the  great,  glittering,  relent- 
less city  of  New  York— to  lay  heavy  toll 
upon  It  for  aU  these  bootless  years.  Daddy 
Heinz  was  still  alive;  he  would  begin  there 
with  good  clothes,  clean  linen,  and  a  square 
meal.  ^ 

In  the  days  of  his  glory  The  Hawk  had  been 
foremost  m  his  profession.    He  had  stolen 
smihngly,  audaciously,  and  incessantly,  but 
always  with  the  fine  discriminating  eye  of 
an  artist,  disdaining  the  booty  which  feU  to 
ttie  lot  of  the  commonplace  thief.    In  those 
days   he  had   specialized   in   jewels-other 
people  s;  now  he  was  driven  to  filching  pies 
from  kitchen  windows.    It  pained  his  aesthetic 
soul.    In  the  old  days  his  home  had  been 
a  smte  in  a  fashionable  hotel;  now  he  was 
seekmg  a  vacant  house  and  a  soft  spot  in  the 
floor  thereof.     In  the  old  days,  as  George 
Hamngton  Leigh,  he  had  won  and  held  a 
poation  in  the  social  Ufe  of  the  metropolis;  he 
had  been  a  member  of  a  dozen  or  more  clubs 
and  a  welcome  guest  in  many  of  the  city's 
exclusive  homes;  now  the  only  place  where 
he  could  be  sure  of  a  welcome  was  in  a  ceU 
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^i!^  °°e/fli«d  more  acutely  than  he  the 

a^d  had  ultimately  made  him  the  most 
widely  sought  criminal  of  his Tl  „  ^  ?,. 
superficial  Polish  ^^^^'^^  ^  *^* 

s^^;  °^«^g  creatu;eTf  ^L 
startled  by  an  unexpected  voice  iJZ^T' 
a  sudden  footstep.  Thl  Z\tf^^ 

It  aU  and  go  back  to  the  luxury  he  craved 
d«e  agS^*  ^  "^  '^'^^  o°-  -"Id  be 

P^t  c  career  he  intended  tTiS^w  tL 
Rotundity  which  had  come  froTS^-h^g 
m  the  George  Harrington  Leigh  davs  JmJ 

gone;nowhewasslender.ahnostt3^^Lt^ 
ure.  mconspicuous  of  stature,  lithe.^ JS, 
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sinewy— built  like  a  steel  bridge.  The  face 
beneath  the  scrubby  brown  beard  was  stiU 
youthful,  the  hair  thick  and  waving;  the  lips 
boasted  the  same  old  innocent  smile,  and 
the  eyes  were  as  gmleless  as  ever-shaUow 
as  water  in  a  pan.  Pear  of  recognition,  even 
by  Detective  Meredith,  his  nearest,  dearest 
most  mtunate  enemy,  had  Uttle  place  in  his 
calculations.  Six  years  had  passed.  In  appear- 
ance he  was  no  longer  the  man  Detective 
Meredith  had  known— the  ultra-fashionable 
George  Harrington  Leigh. 

T^ere  in  the  highway  The  Hawk  paused 
to  thank  his  stars  that  there  had  never  been 
a  photograph  of  him  in  existence,  not  even 
a  vagrant  snapshot.  Once  before  he  had 
thanked  his  stars  for  this— at  the  time  of  his 
disappearance,  when  a  world-wide  alarm  had 
been  sent  out  for  him,  and  there  had  been 
no  picture,  only  a  description.  And  a  con- 
venient description  it  was— one  that  might 
be  fitted  to  three  men  in  every  ten. 

Introspection  was  brought  to*  an  end 
abruptly  by  the  spluttering  of  an  automobile 
engme,  and  The  Hawk  moved  to  one  side 
out  of  the  road.  The  car  seemed  to  be  just 
aroimd  the  bend,  screened  by  a  green  blanket 
of  shrubbery;  and  as  he  went  on  he  saw  its 
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at  the  instant-4  To  St'  i^      importance 

in  the  back  wav  <5^  .^^-  «ed  get 
unfastenSlri!7'  ^""^^^^^^re  he'd  find  an 
uniastened  window  or  an  insecure  lock  anT 
If  not,  there  were  other  ways  "      '  "'^' 
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and  groaning  of  the  trees  overhead.  He 
stepped  inside,  and  recognized  instantly  the 
musty  odor  of  an  unoccupied  house.  He 
closed  the  door  behind  him. 

Of  the  very  nature  of  things,  The  Hawk 
was  noiseless  in  his  movements,  noiselessness 
being  a  prime  requisite  in  the  gentle  art  of 
thieving;  so  from  the  moment  he  pushed 
open  the  door  until  he  had  passed  ahnost 
the  length  of  the  hall  there  had  not  been  a 
sound— not  so  much  as  the  whisper  of  a 
footfall.  His  left  hand,  foUowing  the  wall, 
came  to  an  open  door.  He  turned  into  a 
room  and,  confident,  took  three  or  four  steps 
forward,  peering  about  him  in  the  blackness. 
Chilly  enough  in  here,  but  better  than  out- 
side on  a  night  like  this.    Anything  to— 

Suddenly  he  stopped  still,  crouching.  There, 
hanging  in  the  pall  of  gloom  on  a  level 
with  his  eyes,  directly  in  front  of  him  and  not 
more  than  a  dozen  feet  away,  was  a  single 
luminous  pobt— the  glowing  end  of  a  cigar- 
ette with  a  tendril  of  smoke  curling  upward! 
The  Hawk's  muscles  flexed  and,  with  his 
gaze  riveted  upon  the  point  of  light,  he  shd 
a  cautious  foot  backward  with  the  one  idea 
of  escaping.  Surely  his  entrance  had  been 
silent,  when  the  man  smoking  that  cigarette 
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going  over.  His  bendJ^f^^J  ^°*^ 
a  whack.  wher«xpnetr«g^;rSr* 
a^^l^ing  astn^onucal  eSb^^^  '"*'  «* 

fK»n  the  chair  h^  C  sTiS^?^**^  ^"^"^ 

had  knocked  aU  sense  of  Hi!L*-  '  ^®  ^*" 
He  tried  for  the  d^a  i^°°  °"*  °^'^- 
he  struck  the  wkT  W^  .  ^^^^'^  ^^ 
<i-P^flaton'S-J^^rS^-«»ohe 

Don't  shoot!"  he  caUed 
Now  would  come  a  rush  of  feet  ««^  r  t.. 
and  excitement.  md^Tc^Jrli  ^tV"^' 
hoped  to  escaM     hTS^^  ^  "^^^  he 

dead  sU^.ceS-a'^  S^TJ, 
be  pressing  down  unn„  i,-  *emed  to 

Astonished:  he^^?,^^"  *  ''^^ht. 

could  I^Sl^*;j'™«>te™h. 
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Slowly  fear  gave  way  to  curiosity.    Why 
didn't  somebody  start  something?    A  dead 
I    man  could  have  heard  all  that  clatter! 

"Well,  how  about  it?"  he  queried  of  the 
void. 

There  was  no  answer.  An  inexplicable 
chill  ran  down  The  Hawk's  spinal  column, 
and  to  put  an  end  to  the  eeriness  of  it  he 
fished  out  a  match  and  struck  it,  holding 
it  far  to  one  side.  If  anybody  did  shoot  he 
would  shoot  in  the  direction  of  the  £ame. 
The  feeble  flicker  showed  him  a  huge  marble 
mantel  and,  resting  upon  it,  a  lighted  cigar- 
ette, nearly  burned  out.  One  hasty  glance 
about  the  room  assured  him  he  was  alone. 
This  settled,  he  glanced  again  toward  the 
cigarette.  Lying  beside  it  on  the  mantel  wa» 
a  small  package,  wrapped  in  white  paper. 
He  stared  at  it  inquiringly  until  the  match 
scorched  his  fingers  and  went  out. 

During  that  next  half  minute,  still  prone 
upon  the  floor  with  ears  trapped  for  the 
slightest  sound  and  eyes  straining,  he  watched 
the  cigarette  bum  down  to  a  stub  and  the 
light  of  it  vanish,  the  while  he  did  some 
thinking.  A  cigarette  wouldn't  bum  more 
than  eight  or  ten  minutes  at  most,  therefore 
the  person  who  had  placed  it  on  the  mantel 
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the  clatter  of  his  Sj  J^S^^'  otherwise 
Jim  bade  into  Z  SnT*^  S^.^* 
ha  thoughts  back  tn^K  '  ***  ^^'^  Jed 

«  "  had  left  twTSSrtte  an^.«°°«  '^^ 

^«  Hawk  arose  ^,!fi,^  *^"  P'^'^Ke- 

and  picked  up^'  S2  ,**°°«'«-^atS. 

°^htbeali^^!"S^"f  tub.    Tie«' 

"»°^  anothTtS  ^J^  °°*  *^^ 
r"  too  far  gone   T^^^"*"'    ^°'   >t 
liegent  he  saSh^tht^  °?*"**«'  *oo--a 
He  held  up  The^pIS^^^*  ^  .*"'  *^P- 
aquiriagiy,  after  ^j^rfPf^  ^^  *ook  it 
««  a-wSl,^t  ^«    ."^^d  '*•  ^OS- 
bracelet?    No     A-J^     l!?"**  '^  »t?    A 
was  a  slender  rib^fl^SS*?    No-oJ    ft 
yellow  and  o^rS  ^^S,",'^*''  ''^  '"^h 
'^hich  the«  w^L  i^^t  °^  «°'<*  in 
*°<Jn>l)ies.    TWe^     ^^^^y'^i^nonds 
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fint  emotion  was  one  of  iheer  delight  at 
the  imdeKent  beauty  of  these— the  delight 
of  *  oonnoisseur  which  embiaoed  not  only 
the  stones  but  the  delicate,  exquisite  work- 
inaoship  of  the  gold  in  which  they  were 
set.  The  thing,  whatever  it  nrght  be.  was 
old.  old! 

Until  the  match  burned  out  the  speU  held 
hun  dumb  and  motionless.    The  light  of 
anotiier  match  revealed  a  subtle  change  in 
his  face.    It  was  no  longer  tiiat  of  the  con- 
noisseur; it  was  that  of  the  expert.    The 
guileless  eyes  had  narrowed;  they  were  fairlv 
*ghtter  witii  avarice  as  The  Hawk  studied 
the  ston«»-tiuee  diamonds  and  tiiree  rubies. 
At  least  five  carats,  every  one  of  them,  and 
flawless,  as  weU  as  he  could  make  out  in 
tiie  uncertam  light.    A  fortune  picked  off  a 
mantel  m  a  vacant  housel 
"Honk!    Honk!" 

The  ciy  of  an  automobile  horn  just  outside 
cut  cleanly  tiirough  the  enshrouding  eloom 
and  hauled  The  Hawk  aroSTSSS 
^tiie  necesfflty  of  escape.  The  person  or 
persons  who  had  left  this-this.  whatever  it 
was-had  oome  back  for  it!    He  snapped  out 

^^^T^'f"^  through  the  open  dCay. 
and  sped  along  tiie  haU.    He  flung  the  = 
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tZT  ^'''  ^'  '  ^^«  ^«P  took  him 
Just  rouadinff  th*.  r»_„    , 

<«^.  did  n^^L^'  aT^^T^  °f  hi3 
bullet  thu?Sto1  trTh  !f '  *"'*  ^«  ^*^  a 

"«+»    J  ''^  butt  at  his  riirht 

Stand  guani  at  that  door  iSfi      » 


get  this 


^  he 
«onI 


.„  «  no  Place  for  a  mini«t«.'<. 


minister'^ 


CHAPTER  III 

IP  the  Countess  of  Salisbury's  ghost— and 
a  charming  spook  it  must  be,  to  be  sure! 
—I  say,  if  the  Countess  of  Salisbury's  ghost 
ever  lays  aside  harp  or  pitchfork,  whichever 
she  uses  in  the  Great  Hereafter— a  harp,  of 
course!    How  rude  of  me!— ever  lays  harp 
aside  and  deigns  to  stalk  this  mundane  sphere; 
and  if  she— or  it— happened  to  be  hanging 
around  that  vacant  house  that  night,  keep- 
ing a  watchful  eye  over  that  gorgeous  trifle, 
the  gift  of  a  king  which  once  upon  a  time 
adorned  one  of  her  shapely— er — er— knees, 
then  she— or  it— must  have  been  astonished 
at  the  things  that  happened— astonished  and, 
perchance,  indignant  at  the  laying  of  profane 
hands  upon  a  trinket  so  personally  intimate. 
But  inscrutable  is  the  infinite.    Perhaps 
her  spook  wasn't  astonished  at  all.    Perhaps 
she— or  it— understood  perfectly  in  what 
circumstances  her  garter  came  to  be  on  the 
mantel  in  that  vacant  house;  perhaps  she- 
er it— knew  that  a  thief  would  find  it  there; 
peihaps  she— or  it— even  knew  that  that 
thief  would  be  The  Hawk;  perhaps  she- or 
it— knew  that  t  ^o  determined  men  with  the 
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S'to^  W«^o«nd8  would  chase  The 

fences.  thn>ugh  hedges;  and  SaT^  ^ 

pLw^  ^*  P°P  °^  *  P'^toJ  in  his  «2^ 

leaped  the  hedge  immediatelv  after  hTl^ 

we  cOTner,  The  Hawk,  crouching  close  tn  th^ 
«--ci.  leaped,  clearing  theT^g^.^;^  ^e 
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naiTow  street  the  two  men  had  just  left.  He 
darted  directly  across  it  and  pltmged  rabbit- 
like  through  the  hedge  on  the  other  side. 
This,  too,  was  some  big  estate.  He  ran 
noiselessly,  yet  earnestly,  across  the  wide 
velvety  lawn,  around  the  mansion  which 
loomed  magnificently  in  front  of  him,  and 
settled  down  on  a  tree  stump  to  get  his 
breath.  The  jeweled  garter  was  still  clasped 
tightly  in  his  left  hand,  and  he  was  grinning 
cheerfully,  with  his  tongue  hanging  out. 
His  ptirsuers  were  bound  full  tilt  in  the  other 
direction. 

Ten  minutes  passed.  All  sound  of  pursuit 
had  died  away  in  the  distance.  The  dead 
night  swooped  down  upon  him  suddenly,  a 
tangible  darkness;  a  pulsing  of  waters  as 
they  rippled  musically  came  to  him,  and  a 
cricket  cried  under  his  heel.  Quite  himself 
again  after  his  breathing  space,  The  Hawk 
fdl  to  building  castles  in  the  air,  the  while  he 
caressed  lovingly  the  little  trinket  that  was 
to  change  the  whole  tenor  of  his  life.  How 
and  where  it  came  from  he  didn't  know;  he 
wasn't  sufficiently  interested  to  even  wonder 
about  it.  He  was  engrossed  in  contemplation 
of  the  fact  that  its  coming  meant  that  the 
lean  days  were  past,  and  hidden  under  a 
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new  name  and  a  new  identity  he  would  again 
assume  the  life  of  luxury  which  Detective 
Meredith  had  so  rudely  interrupted  six  years 
previously. 

Aheady  he  had  driven  the  starting  wedge 
into  this  new  life,  thanks  to  the  regal  gener- 
osity of  Edward  III  some  six  hundred  years 
ago,  for  now  in  his  outstretched  pahn  he  held 
jewels,  coruscating  in  the  darkness,  worth- 
worth,  well,  at  the  very  lowest,  ten  thousand 
dollars,  possibly  twenty,  even  thirty.    All  in 
all  it  was  a  very  tidy  b^jnning.    It  would 
serve  to  reintroduce  him  to  the  world  where 
his  star  had  once  been  resplendent,  and  with 
the  renewal  of  those  ties  of  the  past,  under 
his  new  name  of  course,  would  come  full 
opportunity  for  the  display  of  those  talents 
with  which  nature  had  endowed  hm\.    There 
remained  only  to  see  Daddy  Heina  in  order 
to  convert  prospects  into  coin  of  the  reahn. 

The  Hawk  rose  impulsively  and  shook  a 
fist^  at  the  glowing  spectrum  of  New  York. 
•  "What  I  have  done  to  you,"  he  informed 
the  unsuspecting  metropolis,  "isn't  a  marker 
to  what  I'm  going  to  do  to  you  now!" 

In  his  venturesome  hfe  The  Hawk  had  had 
many  surprises,  one  of  them  within  the  last 
hour.    Now  came  another,  a  sibilant  warning 


THE  ADVENTURES  OP  THE  HAWK      43 

from  some  mysterious  recess  of  the  night — 
a  warning  in  a  woman's  voice! 

"Sh-h-h-h!"  It  was  a  long  aspiration. 
"Not  so  loud,  silly!"  This  in  a  reproving 
rrhisper.    "Don't  make  a  sound ! " 

Mechanically  The  Hawk's  muscles  grew 
taut  and  a  thrill  tingled  through  his  nerve 
fibers.  Only  his  head  moved  as  his  furtive 
eyes  searched  the  gloom  for  the  source  of  the 
voice.  He  didn't  make  a  sound;  that  was 
one  of  the  best  things  he  did— not  making 
a  sound.  He  merely  stared,  stared,  seeking 
to  penetrate  the  veil  of  nigh*  the  while  his 
heels  fairly  itched  to  be  goin 

"Come  here  under  my  wii»uOW  and  catch 
these  things,"  came  a  cautious  command. 
Glancing  up  at  the  suggestion.  The  Hawk 
made  out  dimly  a  vague  splotch  of  a  face 
set  in  the  blackness  of  a  window  frame  on  the 
second  floor.    "And  do  hurry!" 

The  tone  was  imperious.  The  Hawk 
obeyed  from  an  impulse  he  himself  couldn't 
have  analyzed.  It  may  have  been  sheer 
dare-deviltry;  it  may  have  been  the  lure  <rf 
the  voice— one  can  always  tell  the  voice  of  a 
pretty  woman.  Anyway,  The  Hawk  darted 
across  the  intervening  space  and  crouched  close 
in  the  shadow  of  the  wall  beneath  the  window. 
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f„ii'^°«**^  *^'  '^^  ^  ^^'  ^«y  «««- 

flill  He  knew  the  woman  in  the  window 
was  leaning  out,  holding  over  his  head  a— 
what  was  it?    A  trunk?    "If  you  crush  this. 

JJsfSr  ^'"  """^^  ^"^"^  ^°"'  ^*'^  ""y 

The  Hawk  drew  a  long  breath.    The  mas- 
ave  box  suspended  over  him  fell,  like  a 
feather.    He  caught  it  adroitly  and  placed 
It  on  the  ground  beside  him.    And  he  wasn't 
at  all  surprised.    It  seemed  the  most  natural 
thmg  m  the  world  that  he  should  be  hauled 
up  m  the  lee  of  a  strange  house  at  eleven 
o  clock  at  mght  catching  hats  out  of  a  window 
at  the  command  of  a  voice  whose  owner  he 
diJn  t  know,  the  while  two  determined  men 
were  ripping  the  earth  open  looking  for  him. 
Now,  my  bag,  please,"  came  the  voice 
agam.    He  could  read  in  it  the  sweet  confi- 
d^ce  born  of  his  not  having  dropped  the 
nat.      It  s  rather  heavy.    Be  careful  i" 

Obediently  The  Hawk  grabbed  out  into 
the  night  and  rescued  a  suit  case.  Heavy! 
It  nearly  took  him  off  his  feet.  Obvioudy 
It  was  filled  with  bricks  or— or  lead  pipe,  ot 
sometiung!  He  set  the  bag  on  the  ground  and 
looked  up  again,  expectantly. 
Came  a  pause.    From  the  window  above 
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^  heard  a  rustle  of  skirts,  cautious  footsteps. 

CM  I  put  It?      He  volunteered  no  information 
^d  a  moment  later  a  blinding  flashTSt 

mto  the  darkness.    Instinctively  The  Ha^ 
^  doser  to  the  waU.  and  for  one  i^St 
there  was  a  gnpping  fear  at  his  heart, 
to  the  next  second  he  was  t^assured     A 

S  "'"'■'^'  °"*  °^  *«  winXTTgirl^ 
h^d.  cunously  diaphanous,  effulgent  e^ 
Tie  oddness  of  the  effect  was  due  iTSe 

bndc-red  hau-  fn>m  behind,  making  aflS 
PJ^y  doud  of  head  and  shoSS"  "iSfot 

ttat  from  her  voice,  but  here  was  a  vision 
that  anchored  him  in  his  traciS  jj^ 
hand  she  held  a  smaU  box  ^^ 

"Now  catch  this. "  she  orfered.    She  was 
^  straight  down  at  him.  but  tfe  bS 

ScaS'  *^'  ""^  ^  °^  ^*-    ^*'«  -y 

She   dropped   the   box   and   The   Hawk 

grabbed   greedfly.    Jewels!    The  magic  rf 
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the  word  broke  the  witching  ^eO.  He 
shook  the  box  inquiringly.  Jewels  and  more 
jewels! 

"Now  listen  just  a  minute,"  the  girl 
dimmed,  and  the  light  died  as  she  spoke. 
The  automobile  is  waiting  two  blocks  away. 
Now,  while  I'm  putting  on  my  coat  and  veil 
you  must  sneak  down  to  the  stable  around 
the  comer  there  and  get  a  ladder.  I  simply 
cant  jump  this  distance.  I'll  be  ready  by  the 
time  you  get  back." 

Gallantry  is  inborn  in  most  of  us,  like  the 
appendix.    For  a  scant  instant  The  Hawk 
felt  Its  spur  and  was  tempted— shall  I  say 
by  the  melody  of  the  girl's  voice  and  the 
haunting  glimpse  of  her  face?-was  tempted 
to  cany  out  the  adventure  to  the  end  if  for 
no  otiier  reason  than  to  get  a  nearer  view  of 
Her  Loveliness.    But  cold  reason  dissipated 
this  whim  bom  of  a  woman's  charm.    Why 
take  idle  chances  with  a  kindly  Pate?    He  had 
the  jewels;  he  would  hike  for  the  highway 
-the  restless  city  of  New  York  beckoned 
him  on. 
"Hurry, 
Useless 
an  instant 


now!"  commanded  the  girl. 


words!    The  Hawk 
around 


nn,  vanishing 


corner  of  the  house 


ran  and  ran  on,  gripping  the  jewel  case 


m 
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CM  hand  and  the  Countess  of  Salisbunr's 
jarto- in  the  other.    An  hour  later  heTas 
five  miles  nearer  New  York.    Tired?    Why 
We^Tu*'.*  '^  ^"^  ""^  unfatigued  in  1^ 

^L  5M^  ^^  *  '^'^'^  ^"^^  **  the  con- 
tents  of  the  jewel  case,  and  nearly  fainted  at 

the  multicolored  glow  therein.     ^"^^"^ 

'HarounalRaschid!  Pooh!  Pooh!"   The 

Hawk  remarked  to  the  world  at  lai^.    "The 

make  his  adventures  sound  as  prosaic  as  a 
^tijet"    The  skies  opeLi.  and  fat! 
^K«^^  .P°^<ied   on  his  head 
There  s  nothing  to  it-I  have  come  back!" 
Atongalence.    "Why.  she's  a  queen!" 

cJS^u^^-"!  *  **"^«*  ^^<^'  8*»in« 

S!t^^5^-  J  ^y  '*°^'*  »>«  1»«^  with 
^t^adder?    My  best  hat  is  simpVbeing 


CHAPTER  IV 

WHILE  aU  these  incredible  thian  wera 
happening    to    The  Hawk,  Skeets 
Vrtuat,  his  poetic  soul  in  an  ecstasy  of  happi- 
ness,  was   hastening  along  to  that  sweet 
rendezvous  which  had  for  its  ultimate  object 
tteinaking  of  Helen  Hamilton  into  Mn. 
aceets.    Catching  a  glimpse  of  two  men  in 
tte  dark  distance,  and  hearing  the  rush  of 
then-  footsteps  coming  toward  him  through 
the  empty  street,  he  withdrew  timidly  into 
the  shadow  of  a  hedge.    Ten  seconds  later  he 
was  yanted  out  rudely  by  four  powerful 
hands,  and  a  large  revolver  was  poked  under 
his  nose. 
"You  will  make  us  chase  you  all  over  The 

"  J?^.'^  ^°1'^"  P*°*«*  °°«  °f  ^  captors. 
Might  have  known  we'd  get  you." 

Long-haired,  dreamy^ed  poets,  particu- 
torly  if  they  happen  to  be  sons  of  men  like 
John  Gaunt,  are  not  necessarily  to  be  put 
upon.  Skeets  felt  that  he  was  being  put 
upon.  His  first  natural  impression  was  that 
he  had  to  do  with  highwaymen,  and  without 
hesitation  he  belted  the  man  who  held  the 
revolver  plumb  in  the  nose.  The  weapon 
4« 
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went  flyi^.  He  mw  about  to  perfonn  a 
amUar  office  for  the  other  man  when  the 
steel  nippers  dond  around  his  wrist  and 
were  twisted  cruelly. 

"You'll  resist  an  officer,  too,  will  you?" 
and  the  grip  on  his  wrist  tightened.  "Cut 
Jt  out,  or  I'll  tear  your  hand  off!" 

"What  in  blazes  do  you  mean  by  grabbins 
me  Uce  that?"  demanded  the  poet  unpS 

K'  "^"•y  ^'^'*  yw  »y  you  were  offi- 
cers?   What  do  you  want?" 

"You,"  tersely. 

"What  for?" 

"I don't  suppose  youcouldevenguess,huh?" 

Skeets  wriggled  a  Kttle  to  arouse  himself 
He  was  sound  asleep,  of  course.  This  thinF 
wasnt  happening  at  aU.  In  a  minutehis 
valet  would  come  and  tap  on  his  door  to 
say  his  bath  was  ready. 

"Search  him!" 

Dream  or  no  dream,  Skeets  raised  his  voice 
m  expostulation  when  the  thick  fingers  of 
Detective  Bailey  produced  his  focketbook. 
and  nfled  the  bills  therein-some  two  thou- 
sand dollars.  Detective  Cunningham's  eyes 
^ned  wide  at  sight  of  the  money;  and 
reflected  a  vast  understanding  when  Bailey 
fished  out  two  tickets  for  Europe. 
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a^^>  '^^^^  WM  «U  ftMd,"  Baitoy  dud. 

a^ey  placed  the  podcetbook  indde  hi. 
coat,  and  le^jaedhiaseareh.  A  gold  dgar- 
T^J  «l,'««hed  it  thoughtfuIlTin 
h»  hand;  worth  money,  that  thing.  He 
P^that  too.  ia  an  inride  podcet^lSd  nS 
««e--ad«mondnedd«ce.  neatly  wrapped  in 
^^fjjb«ue  The  eye.  of  the  two "Stec 
^^Lr^*°  at  the  exquisite  trifle. 

That  iai't  it."  Baaey  mnarked.    "The 

S^?r  u^/  «*^  °^  ''^"«  "bbon  over- 
Jud  with  shidd.  of  gold  in  whidi  a«  «t 
J^ond.  and  rubie..    It  ha.  .  motto^t^ 

^Tf'T'^'^^yP^-''^'"  Rath*; 
proud  of  ha  Prendi.  was  BaUey. 

'pantoi'  !S^'-  *°^''*^'"  C««»i»«h«m 
panted,  still  blowing  from  his  lone  run 

^^^.peets:    "Where  did  y«.15t  S 

yo:Si^ot^^t^S?^-  "^^ 

"rnt's  just  what  we  «fo  think,"  was  the 
comfortmg  response.  "It's  the  most  natural 
thing  m  the  world  for  a  young  gent  ,Z^ 
^y^bought  adiamond  neddace^  fay  to  Wde 
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in  a  hejge  when  he  aees  two  detectives  cxan- 
"*8;  Skeets  opened  his  mouth.  "Shutupl" 
..«,*"'  »°*J^  el"  on  him. "  said  Bailey. 
Of  course  there  wouldn't  be.  The  garttf 
18  in  that  vacant  house!" 

IIZ?*"***®  what?"  Skeets  ventured. 
"The  jeweled  garter." 
"Garter?" 

"Garter.    G«-r-double  t-e-rl" 

There  was  a  walk  of  a  mile  or  more  back  to 
the  vacant  house,  and  for  the  first  time  in 
his  hfe  Skeets  found  full  vent  for  that  rich 
vocabulary  which  bedecked  his  verse.    Im- 
partial^  and  exhaustively  he  anathematized 
the  world,   the  flesh,  and  the  devil,  and 
mcontmently  damned  everything  an  inch 
high,  Mdth  special  reference  to  the  police, 
l^noe  the  detectives  paused  to  stare  at  him 
m  awe  and  admiration.    He  used  some  words 
they  didn  t  know  were  in  the  dictionary:  and 
some  of  them  weren't! 

An  automobile  was  standing  in  front  of 
tte  old  mansion.  It  just  happened  that 
Skeets  noted  its  number— 92188.  Around  tiie 

°??f^f ^  ''"'*'  stopping  abruptly  at  a  gruflf : 
"Who's  there?" 

"Bailey  and  Cunningham.    Anything  hap- 
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FaUon.      Not  a  sound  since  you  went  away. 
Ah,  you  got  him,  did  you?    WeU,  I  must 

Sftr*''^  ^^  *  ^^  t>-P«  of  a  crook 

Skeets  didn't  ask  questions  now;  he  was  no 
longer  ctmous-merely  looked  on  mechani- 
caUy  dunng  that  next  hour  as  the  three 
detectives  searched  the  house.  Prom  attic 
to  cdlar  they  went,  scrutinizing  every  inch 
of  It  by  the  light  of  their  electric  flashi 

*«.  -,°°®i!?^  °°  *^^  S^"^^  floor  they 
found  an  old  chair  overturned  and  in  the  dust 
nearby,  where  The  Hawk  had  groveled,  they 

^^tSpLlT"^*^''^^*^*"^^^- 
"Oh!"  said  Cunningham. 

"T^!i^^'"  "^"^  ^^^y-    Then,  to  Skeets: 
m^e  were  two  of  you.  we  get  that.    And 

Perhaps,  -a    bnlhant    thought   came   to 
^m^  perhaps  the  other  fellow   got  the 

On  the  broad  hearth  beneath  a  huge 
marble  mantel  they  found  a  cigarette  stS. 
ARegent  rt  was!  Hastily  they  opened 
Skeets  gold  cigarette  case-filled  with  Re- 
gents! 
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"Aha!"  said  Fallon. 
"Oho!"  said  Ctumingham. 
"Uh  huh!"  said  Bailey. 
WhoUy  without  interest  in  what  they  were 
doing,  whatever  it  was,  the  poet  had  righted 
the   overturned    chair   and  sat  motionless 
upon  It,  his  face  in  his  hands,  glooming. 
.     ■     .     Helen!    What  would   she  think? 
Aheady  he  was  more  than  an  hoia^  late! 
•     .     .    After  awhile   these   idiots   would 
perhaps  take  him  to  a  poUce  station,  and  he 
could  reach   her  by   'phone  and    explain; 
also  he  might  be  able  to  reach  his  father,  and 
arrange  things  some  way. 

BaUey,  his  arms  akimbo,  came  and  stood 
directly  in  front  of  him. 
"Where  is  that  garter?"  he  demanded 
''Oh,  piffle!"  said  the  poet. 
"  Who  was  your  accomplice?  " 
"Pudge!" 

"You  may  as  weU  tell  us  the  truth.  We 
have  aU  sorts  of  evidence  to  connect  you 
with  the  affair.  The  cigarette  stub  alone 
would  convict  you!" 

"Prunes!"  Sceets  had,  long  since,  run 
out  of  really  useful  words. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  three  detectives  went 
back  to  the  police  station,  wagging  Skeets 
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behind 'em.  FoUowed  a  conference  of  some 
sort  ^  which  Skeets  was  U^^Tt 
front  of  the  desk  seixeant.  «"  «P  m 

"Name?"  he  was  asked. 

"Samuel  Keits  Gaunt." 

"  Residence?  "f 

"Eighty-first  Street." 
"Age?" 

"Twenty-seven." 
"Business?" 
"Poet." 

"Father's  name?" 
"John  Gaunt." 

"Do  you  mean  John  Gaunt,  the  miflionaiie 
coal—?"  mcredulously. 

«J!Z?^?^°°^  *^  °^'"  Skeets  com- 
pleted  the  sentence  eagerly.  There  was 
something  m  the  sergeant's  tone,  there  was 

^^^e^  now  in  the  mamier  of  thftS 
^ves  that  aroused  a  vague  hope  iTS 
b«ast  It  was  the  first  time  in  hisTiS 
he  had  ever  been  glad  to  say  his  father 
^^  milhonau*.    After  aU.  the  power  of 

"Of  course    you  sec  this    whole   thing, 
whatever  it  is,  is  a  mistake.    I'm  the  son  -' 


a  miUionaire,  and  you  see  I'd  have  no 
able  object  in  stealing  the— the  garter, 


of 

Qo  pos- 

was 
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it,  that  was  stolen?    I  have  a  very  pressme 
engagement,  so  I'U  go  now. "  ^^ 

"Oh,  you  wiU!"  Bailey  bawled  at  Skeets 
sudd«dy.    "You'll  go.  win  you?    You.  the 
son  <rf  John  Gaunt?    Why.  you've  just  con- 
victed yourself!    We've  just  begun  to  hold 
you!      He  turned  to  Cunningham  and  Pal- 
Ion.    "Don't  you  see?"  he  demanded  excit- 
edly.      It  fits  in  perfectly  with  Derter's 
theory— stolen  garter— American  miUionaiitJ 
— aU  of  it— two  tickets  to  Europe— father 
and  son   ready  to  jump!    Say."  and  he 
whu-lrf  upon  the  desk  sergeant,  "telephone 
that  Scotland  Yard  man  to  hike  up  here, 
qmck!    TeU  him  we  can  get  his  man  in 
twenty  min.  es!"    He  thrust  his  face  close 
mto  that  of  the  pcet.    "Let  you  go!"  he 
sneered.    "Yes.  we  will!"         -^       «"      "« 
Somehow  the  promise  failed  to  comfort 
bkeets.    Submerged  in  an  ocean  of  inexpU- 
cable  thmgs,  he  leaned  wearily  against  the 
desk  with  his  head  in  his  hands,  his  gentle 
soul  m  an  agony  at  the  thought  of  Helen. 

Oh,  shush!"  he  murmured  at  last     It 
was  the  vilest  thing  he  could  think  of 


CHAPTER  V 

H^"w',^*r-    TWs  is  Keats." 
AX       WeU,  what  do  you  want?    \7i,o* 

"Ita  a  prisoner  up  i„  The  Bronx.  •• 
*«edn>g  .e,in,  .fc,    s.,,^ 

^^^  y»  -ornring  n»  abTtttr'; 
J^    ^>     W^   garj,     wh.t 


1?°1^-    ""=»«'»  W  been 
some  sort;  and  they 


jeweled 

it's  worth  twenty 

dollars     '" 


say 


twenty-five  thousand 


recused  of  steaUng  it 


56 


THE  ADVENTURES  OP  THE  HAWK      j, 

"Jumping  crab  apples!  I've  heani  of  men 
steahng  money,  and  horses,  and  redSS 
^es  but  I'm  darned  if  I  ever  heaS^of  a 
«mn  s^  a  lady's-er-whatyoumaycil! 
tt!    Z>«i  you  steal  it?" 

"Certainly  not!" 

"Did  you  teU  'em  you  didn't?" 

;;And  dM  you  teU  '«n  you  were  my  son?" 

les.     rba,t  seemed  to  make  it  wor«. 

rf^ything.    They  refuse  to  believe  is 

X  say  «cept  that  I  am  your  son.  ^ey 

Sf'SJ*:';^y«°0"«t-    And  they  Wt 
tell  me  anything  about   anything.    Can't 

r«^tS'  "^  "^^  ^"^-y  and^ngel^il 
or  something,  somehow?" 

B^^^^'"~'    ^"'^-what  happened. 
"Notiiing  particularly.    I  was  just  goine 

eleven  oclork-when  two  men  placed  me 
under  arrest,  and  s^hed  me.  andlSk  me 

?d^^^t*w4'rdo""^^-^--*^- 

yo:tSUT'''  ^°"  "^  ^- *°^^  '- 

"Yes." 
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"The  idiots!" 

"I  told 'em  that,  too.  When  I  mentioned 
your  name  it  seemed  to  convince  them  I  did 
■teal  it.  Now  if  you  could  run  up  here 
immediately—" 

"Where  are  you  now?" 

"In  the  police  station." 

"WeU,  you  stay  right  there  until  I  come. " 
I  will." 

"And  by  the  way,  what  are  you  doing  up 
m  The  Bronx  at  this  time  of  night?  " 
A  pause. 

"  I— say— what— are— you—  doing — up 

—m— The— Bronx— at— this— time— of— 
night?" 

"Well— er- 1  came  up  about— er— a 
little  affair  of  my — my  own. " 

"Affair  <rf  your  own,  eh?  Brokaw  Hamil- 
ton lives  up  there  somewhere,  doesn't  he? 
Oh,  yes  he  does,  too!  So  that's  it?  You've 
been  calling  on  that  red-headed  daughter  of 
his!  Yes,  you  have!  Don't  argue  with  me i 
I  won't  have  it!" 

"Father,  I  give  you  my  word  of  honor  I 
haven't  seen  Helen  to-nig^t.  If  you  could 
come  up — " 

"Oh,  well,  in  that  case!  I'll  be  along  in  a 
Httle  while." 
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(A  cotuersatioH  over  the  telephone  between 
S.  Keats  Gaunt  and  Helen  Hamilton.) 

"Is— is  that  you,  Helen?" 

"Yes." 

"This  is  Keats." 

"WeU,  for  goodness  sake!  What  became 
of  you?  Where've  you  been?  I've  been 
waiting  and  waiting  and  waiting!  Where 
are  you  now?" 

"Locked  up  in  a  police  station." 
"Skeets  Gaunt!    Locked  up  in—!    What 

are  you  talking  about?" 
"That's  why  I  didn't  come.    I  was  on  my 

way—" 

"  Why  are  you  locked  up?  " 

"I'm  accused  of  stealing  a  lady's  garter, 

"  Why— Skeets— Gauntl" 

"1  didn't,  darling;  I  didn't.  I  don't  know 
a  thing  about  it.  Please,  now,  listen  just  a 
minute,  and  I'll — " 

"I  never  feord  of  such  a  thing!    Alady's " 

"Just  a  moment,  sweetheart.  Let  me 
explain." 

"What  were  you  doing  with  the— with 
it?" 

"I  didn't  have  it.  I  haven't  it  now.  I 
don't  know  a  thing  about  it.    I  never  saw 
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H.  Wh«i  they  searched  me  aU  they  found 
was  a  diamond  necklace  I  had  bought  for 
you.    You  see—"  •««»"»  lor 

"If  you  didn't  have  the— the— »<   whv 
were  you  arrested?"  ' 

"It's  a  mistake,  dearest.    They  thought  I 
stole  it,  so  they—"  "««««  i 

Jl^f'  S  "*°"  "^  •*'*°««  to  ««  that 

they  should  arrest  yw  if  you  didn't  have 

some  connection  with  it." 
"But,  darling,  you  don't  think—" 
"I  don't  think  any  coe  would  be  so  stupid 

as  to  arrest  a  perfecUy  innocent  man  for  a 

thmghke/Ao//    Whose  was  it?" 
"I  don't  know.    It's— " 

J!^^>,  *  Ws-er-garter.  and  you  don't 

W  whose?    Indeedl  Where  did  they  catch 

"In  the  street  just  a  block  from  your  house 
1  was  on  my  way — " 

"And  pray  what  were  you  doing  in  the 
^  a  block  oflE?  I  didn't  send^^u  ^ 
fSrS?^"    '«»*y-to«>ebam 

"Ladder?    What  ladder?" 

"So  I  could  come  down  from  my  window 
of  course.  And  instead  of  getting  the  ladder 
and  coming  straight  back  you  leave  my  bag 
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"I  haven't  the  faintest  idea  what—" 
It  wouldn't  surprise  me  a  bit  if  you  did 
^*«-:the  tMngf    And  when  yi  ^ 
arreted  what  did  you  do  with  mVje^ 
pray?    Are  they  stiU  in  your  pocket?" 
Your  jewels?    I  haven't  seen  them." 

th  J?^  ^°"  "^  *°  ^^y  *^»*  I  dropped 
them  to  you  out  of  my  window,  and  aSS 
you  to  put  them  in  your  pocket?"      ^^ 

"I  don't  know  what — " 

"A  lady's  garter-I  I'll  trouble  you  to 
return  my  jewels  immediately  " 

"But,  Helen,  I—" 

thilt^;  ^'"^  f*°«*^  "y  "^d  about  every. 

SiJ."i«£'?.''°^^^--'^*- 

"But,  dear  heart — " 

"And  we  will  dispense  with  aU  that  mush, 
d  you  please.  You  will  return  my  jewds 
tome  umnediately.  I  think  t J  SS. 
Good-by,  forever!" 

"But  you  didn't  give  me  your  jewels.  I 
haven't  seen  them." 

"  Why—Skeets—Gaunt!" 

"And  you  never  spoke  to  me  in  your  life 
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about  a  ladder;  and  I  don't  know  anything 
about  your  bag.  and  your  best  hat  ontte 
damp  ground,  and  going  out  for  a  prancnade 
And  you  certainly  didn't  give  me  your  jeweb 
"/Sir*  *°  P"*  **«°  ^  °»y  pocket." 

"You  didn't!" 

"DidI" 

"Didn't!" 

"Did!" 

"Oh,  dammit!" 

"  Skee-ee-eets  Gaunt/" 


CHAPTER  VI 

-P  and  n;inS:tti'd^4"r°t 

-tanay  on  the  defensive.  the^gi^S^t  .S.* 

«Wh^y  f„«  n,<»nent.  iCZ^'^ 

I  he«d  your  conversation. "  h^^SS^ 

i  don  t  care  if  you  did!"  she  flart!^ 

the  stom  passed  and  his  daughter  lay  stiU 

away.       and   when   VOU   wniiM«>4.   _• 
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to  elope  with  him.  He  came  under  my  win- 
dow  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  I  dropped  down 

bub-bub-besthat.  And  now  he  lays  I  didn't 
give  him  the  jew-jewela  at  aU;  and  ift  rain- 
ing  cats  and  dogs,  and  my  bub-bub-best  hat 
IS  out  there  on  the  ground  getting  wet." 

Tenderly,  apparently  in  deep  preoccupa- 
tiOT   her  father  stroked  her  rebellious  hair. 
Ked  as  a  geranium,"  she  had  said.    'Twas 
red,  but  it  was  the  rich  redness  of  the  dying 
«un-     •     .     .    How    came    Skeets    Gaunt 
entangled  in  this  afiair  of  the  jeweled  garter? 
1  just  hate  him  and  his  old  ouo-ouo- 
Poetty."  Helen   sobbed   on   fieroelyT   -Q 
Helen,  thy  hair  is  an  aura  of—'    Fiddle- 
stidcsl    And.  Pops,  he  said  'Dammit'  at  me 
nght  there,  just  a  second  ago.    And  he  has 
my  jewels  and  he  won't  give  them  up;  and 
he  has  stden  somebody's  gar-gar-garter;  and 
he  s  locked  up  in  a  cell,  and  I'm  glad  of  it- 
^*^/..  ^""'^  *^'    I  hope  he  „«^ 

"Knowing  my  objections,  stiU  you  were 
e«ng  to  marry  him?"  asked  Brokaw  HamU- 

''Yes.  I  was,"  belligerently. 
"And  you  love  hir  ■  so  much?" 
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"I  don't  love  him  at  aU,  now!    I— I  hate 
him!    I  wouldn't  many  him,  Pops,  I  wouldn't 
marry  him  if  he  was  the  last  man  on  earth  " 
Tenderness  passed  from  her  father's  eyes, 
and  u^tead  a  flame  glowed  there.    It  was 
the  old  hatred  of  John  Gaunt,  and  John 
G«mt  s  son,  and  aU  that  was  John  Gaunt's! 
V^en  he  spoke  his  voice  was  quiet,  as  before. 
Your  mother,  of  course,  was  not  in  your 
confidence?"  ' 

"Mother?"  Helen  gasped.  "No!" 
"WeU,  we  won't  say  anything  about  any- 
thmg  to  her— either  of  us.  This  will  be  our 
fecret.  He  gathered  the  girl  close,  close 
m  his  arms,  and  stared  into  the  fathomless 
blue  eyes.    "And  it's  all  over  now,  isn't  it? " 

With  her  white  teeth  closed  tightly  on  her 
trembhng  under  lip,  Helen  nodded  vigorously 
then  m  a  quick  rush  of  emotion  kissed  her 
father.  For  a  long  time  he  stood  staring  into 
not^igness;  suddenly  his  manner  changed. 

fOtt  dropped  your  jewels  out  the  window 
to  him? 

"Yes,  and  toU  him  to  put  them  in  his 
pocket.  Now  he  has  the— the  unspeakable 
nerve  to  say  I  didn't  give  them  to  him  at 
all. 

"There  is  some  misunderstanding  here,  of 
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course,"  he  assured  her.  "I'U  run  over  to  the 
pohce  station  and  see  what  can  be  done. 
Young  Gaunt  can't  be  a  thief. " 

"But,  Pops,  he's  arrested  for  stealing  a— a 
— he  s  arrested  ah«ady. " 

"Some  misunderstanding,"  he  repeated 
abstractedly.  "Oflf  to  bed  with  yoHow, 
girhe;  1 11  see  what  can  be  done. " 

"Good  night!"  She  slid  out  of  his  arms 
and  went  trailing  up  the  stairs.  He  watched 
htt  until  she  turned  at  the  top  and  blew  him 
«  lass,  then  stepped  into  the  haU  and  spoke 
to  a  gaping  footman,  Dawldns. 

"Order  the  limousine,  at  once,"  he 
directed. 

Dawldns  vanished  noiselessly.  In  addition 
to  utter  weariness  there  was  bewilderment  in 
Biokaw  Hamilton's  face  as  he  passed  into 
the  dmmg  room,  and  poured  out  a  stiff  glass 
ofv^sky.  Abstractedly  he  gazed  into  the 
amber  depths  for  a  moment,  and  then- 

"It  may  be,  after  aU,  that  a  marriage  of 
the  daughter  of  the  house  of  Hamilton  to 
the  son  of  the  house  of  Gaunt  is  the  thing 
most  to  be  desired.  .  .  .  In  the  endit 
would  make  me  the  financial  king  of  America; 
ms  fortune  and  mine  together!  .  .  But 
I  can't  imagine  how  young  Gaunt  came  to  be 
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under  arrest  for  stealing  the  Countess  of 
Salisbury's  garter!" 

Two  famous  enemies  in  the  money  world 
came  face  to  face  when  John  Gaunt  and 
Brokaw  Hamilton  met  in  the  police  station. 
John  Gaimt,  in  his  masterful  way,  had 
bullied  the  story  of  the  attempted  elopement 
out  of  poor  Skeets,  and  was  consequently  in 
a  rage.  Then,  too,  he  had  been  made  to 
feel  uncomfortable  under  the  curious  scru- 
tiny of  the  desk  sei:gbant,  and  of  Bailey,  and 
Cunningham,  and  Fallon.  Another  man 
was  there  as  well,  a  dose-mouthed,  English- 
looking  person— Dexter,  they  called  him— 
with  eyes  like  gimlets;  and  there  was  sheer 
insolence  in  the  way  he  looked  the  million- 
aire over. 

Brokaw  Hamilton  came  in,  calm,  cold  as 
marble,  and  as  white.  He  faced  John  Gatmt 
unemotionally,  with  a  slight,  disdainful  uplift 
(tf  the  comers  of  his  mouth.  It  was  the  crafty 
collie  aoeering  at  the  giant  mastiff! 

The  desk  sei^geant  recognized  Mr.  Hamilton 
and  nodded  obsequiously. 

"I  understand  a  young  man,  Samuel  Keats 
Gaunt,  is  under  arrest  here?"  Brokaw  Hamil- 
ton began. 
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Yes,  sir,"  was  the  courteous  reolv     "H« 
^^^a^    with    the   theft   of  a'jeweS 

♦i,r'  fo°'t  care  anything  about  that."  said 
the  railroad  magnate  impatiently.  "Was  he 
seardied  when  he  was  brought  in?" 

He  has  been  searched,  yes." 

Any  jewels  found  on  him?" 
"Not  the  garter,  sir.    There  was  a  diamond 
2^  but  we  don't  know  .Ho  he  stole 

John  Gaunt  went  off  with  a  roar  like  a 

DacK  to  the  set^geant. 
"Aftw  his  arrest  he  would  have  had  no 

if^   „      contmued  placidly. 

"No, "  was  the  emphatic  response.  "  Whv 
do  you  ask?    Do  you  suspect  him?" 

Joh^  Gatot  strode  forward  and  planted 
hHn«lf  directly  in  front  of  his  oM  Sl^ 
Plarrfes  of  anger  blazed  in  his  eyes-  Ws 
nughty  fists  were  clenched.  ^y^' ^ 

"WTiat  is  it  you  want?"  he  demanded 
^7^-  "No  business  of  your.,  is  T? 
WV  are  you  buttmg  in?  Isn't  it  enough 
that  your  daughter  tried  to—" 
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"That  wiU  do,"  Mr.  Hamilton  inter- 
rupted quietly. 
" — that  yoTu-  daughter  would  have — " 
"That  will  do,  I  said!"  Mr.  Hamilton 
repeated.  His  tone  was  still  quiet,  but  there 
was  danger  in  the  very  velvet  of  it.  "We 
are  not  a  couple  of  longshoremen,  you  know, 
to  stand  here  and  swap  Billingsgate.  Fifty 
thousand  dollars'  worth  of  jewels  belonging  to 
my  daughter  have  been  stolen.  I'm  trying 
to  find  them." 

The  effect  of  the  statement  upon  the  desk 
sergeant  and  the  detectives  was  electrical. 
Even  the  English-looking  person  was  stirred 
to  speech. 
"By  Jove,  you  know!"  he  said. 
"And  I  suppose  you're  going  to  say  that 
my  son— my  jon— stole  them,  eh?"  John 
Gaunt  sneered. 

Brokaw  Hamilton's  eyes  narrowed,  and  a 
faint  flush  mounted  to  his  pallid  face.  For 
perhaps  a  minute  there  was  tense  silence,  the 
detectives  waiting,  waiting,  for— what  they 
didn't  know,  the  two  millionaires  staring 
straight  into  each  other's  eyes.  Finally, 
Brokaw  Hamilton's  gaze  shifted  to  the  desk 
sergeant. 
"I  want  to  add  a  charge  to  the  charge  that 
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already  stands  against  Samuel  Keats  Gaunt  " 
he  said  coldly.  "I  charge  him  with  the  theft, 
to-mght.  within  the  last  hour,  of  fifty  thousand 

SirT""^'  °'  ^■"'^^  '^'''^^'^  *°  -y 

Science  tells  us  that  two  loud  noises  will 
sometimes  make  sUence.    That  must  have 
be^  what  was  the  matter  with  John  Gaunt. 
Two  bellows  of  indignant  amazement  tried 
toescape  at  once  with  the  result  that  he  was 
perfectly  dumb-dumb  with  his  mouth  open. 
My  daughter,  Helen,"  Hamilton's  voice 
flowed  on  leveUy,  "gave  them  into  his  keep- 
ing.   Now,  I  understand  he  denies  it.    There 
can  only  be  one  conclusion-he  stole  them. " 
JZ^  Gaunt's  face  went  purple;  spaamodi- 
caUy  he  reached  forwani  to  take  this  man  by 
the  throat.    Sheer  wiU  power  brought  control. 
Seigeant,  if  you'U  send  a  couple  of  your 
men  home  with  me,"  Mr.  Hamilton  went  on 
s^ely.     my  daughter  wiU  be  pleased  to 
give  them  all  the  necessary  details.    And. 
by  the  way.  that  diamond  necklace  you  found 
on   the   prisoner   can't   be  my   daughter's 
property.  She  doesn't  own  one.  Goodnight  " 
The  doOT  opened  and  closed;  he  was  gone. 
Tradmg  after  him  went  detectives  Cunning- 
ham and  FaUon.  ^^ 
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A  minute  later  John  Gaunt,  too,  went  out! 
Detective  Bailey  glanced  quickly,  interroga- 
tively, at  Dexter  as  John  Gaunt  moved 
toward  the  door,  and  Dexter  had  nodded. 
In  the  tumult  of  rage  which  possessed  him,  the 
millionaire  coal  man  had  forgotten  all  about 
poor  Skeets,  tucked  away  in  a  cell  with  ear 
pressed  to  the  steel  bars,  hopefully  waiting. 

"He  won't  run  away,  of  course,"  Dexter 
remarked  in  his  heavy  English  way,  "and 
besides,  we've  nothing  to  hold  him  on  yet. 
You  know  we're  conducting  tiiis  case  like 
a  lot  of  bally  asses— what?  We  do  these 
things  better  in  Scotland  Yard,  you  know. 
We  don't  stand  on  the  housetops  and  shout 
about  everjrthing  we  leam  as  you  chaps  seem 
to  do  over  here. " 

John  Gaunt's  automobile  swung  away  into 
the  night  in  a  torrent  of  rain. 

"Brokaw  Hamilton  knows  perfectly  well 
Sammy  didn't  steal  any  jewels,"  he  informed 
the  outer  darkness  with  a  graceful  toudi 
of  profamty  here  and  there.  "He  simply 
couldn't  resist  the  temptation  to  poke  it  into 
me. "  A  long  silence.  "  Probably  thinks  that 
red-headed  daughter  of  his  is  too  good  for  my 
son !  If  I  thought  he  really  thought  that  I'd — 
I'd — hang  it,  I'd  make  Sammy  marry  her, 


MY  LADY'S  GARTER 


i?£f  s^j"  ^'^^^^^  "Might 

notbe  «  bad  ,dea  at  that!    If  they  ,AoSaJ 
n««y!    Hu.  fortune  and  mine!    I'd  bTth. 

wratliSl       *^*  *"tomobUe  skidded  and 

It  was  after  two  o'clock  when  Bndcaw 
Hamilton  retired  to  his  room     Th«  huT 
^  had  gone  and  Helen  Wb^t  tSt" 
had  found  peace  in  sleep. 

w«dd  be  as  happy  ^th  him  as  with  any  one 

ades  msunng  her  happiness  I'd  place  myS 

a  hundred  mdhons;  and  he's  a  child!! 
could  get  that!    And  if  I  don't   s^  L 
eliM  nn'iii"    T»    •  "on  I,  some  one 

else  will!      Busmess  of  crawling  into  bed 

It  may  have  been  a  bad  begii  tolcai 
"1^      L     B"«°«s  of  closing  his  eyes 

gS?^'f  ^  of  the  Countess  of  SalisJSyf 
S^!"  ^'  *°  ^^^  °^y  °^  <i«tective 


CHAPTER  VII 
OKEETS  GAUNT  is  safe  in  his  ceU  and 
»^    he  wiU  keep— or  be  kept,  to  state  it 
more  accurately.     So  let's  away  from  the 
yaganes  of  night  and  the  mysteries  that  lie 
in  ttie  pall  of  it.    Let's  take  Broadway  at 
«ght  o  clock  of  a  sunny  morning  in  June, 
•nie  sidewalks,  drenched  by  the  heavy  rains 
of  the  mght  before,  are  gUstening  spotlessly 
beneath  the  miUion-footed  human  creature 
which  IS  hurrying  here,  there,  everywhere  to 
the  pursuits  of  the  day;  the  street  is  an 
endless,  counter-flowing  stream  of  vehicles 
diwied  mathematicaUy  by  the  car  tracks. 

Here  we  are  at  Porty-second  Street.    Let's 
pa^e  a  minute  to  watch  the  tides  of  humanity 
aom  east  and  west  swirl  into  unique  Bit>ad- 
way  to  be  swaUowed  up  in  the  vaster  stream 
which  flows  forever  north  and   south.    A 
mottled  current  it  is,  burdened  with  the  flot- 
sam  and  jetsam  of  the  world— bankers  and 
beggars,  and  brokers  and  stokers;  newsboys 
and   venders,   and   street-crossing   tenders: 
hook-nosed  and  snub,  honest  men  and  thieves 
The  ever-flowing  stream  ripples  on,  borrowing 
a  dash  of  color  from  the  bright  gowns  and 
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gossamer  millineiy  of  the  shop  girls.  In  no 
oty  in  the  world  is  the  shop  girl  so  weU 
dressed  as  in  New  York. 

M  The  Hawk.    Ah,  there  he  is,  scrubby  of 
beard,  pallid  of  face,  worn  and  weary,  but 
for  all  that  there  is  a  glint  of  satisfaction 
m  his  shallow  eyes.    A  hanl  night  he  has  had 
of  It.  evidently-a  night  in  the  rain,  for  his 
threadbare  coat  is  still  wet.  and  there  is  a 
Jsheartening  squashiness  in  his  tattered  shoes. 
He  u  hungry,  too.  in  spite  of  the  fact  that 
hu  shabby  pockets  hold  a  fortune  of  seventy. 
five  thousand  dollars,  more  or  less,  in  other 
people's  jewels. 

Six  years  it  had  been  since  The  Hawk  had 
•een  Broadway —six  long,  meager  years— and 
now  he  reveled  in  the  sight  of  it.    Hisdestina- 
taon  was  Daddy  Heinz'  in  West  Thirtieth 
Stoeet;  and  Daddy  Heinz'  was  &  sanctuary 
where  he  would  find  brtsakfast,  and  a  bath 
and  clean  linen,  and  a  bed.    The  nearest 
route  to  all  these  luxuries  was  down  Seventh 
Avenue,  but  The  Hawk  didn't  go  that  way 
Instead,  he  stuck  to  Broadway;  there  was  so 
much  of  it  new  to  him.    Good  old  Broadway' 
The  smeU  of  it  got  up  his  nose.    It  was 
worth  while  Uving,  if  one  might  live  here! 
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So,  on  down  Broadway  he  went,  past  the 
yawning  entrance  of  the  Metropolitan  Opera 
House,  past  the  Marlborough,  past  the  Herald 
Building.    At  Thirty-fourth  Street  he  paused 
suddenly  with  quick  interest,  and  staitxl. 
A  girl  had  attracted  his  attention— a  red- 
headed   girl!    Something   in   the   way   the 
bnUiant  sunlight  struck  her  hair  reminded 
him  of  the  vision  in  the  window  the  night 
before-Her   Loveliness  !-and   he  stopped 
to  look  after  her  until  she  was  swallowed  up 
m  the  crowd.    He  knew  it  couldn't  be  the 
same;  he  was  merely  humoring  a  recollection. 
Woman,  and  the  lure  of  her,  had  never 
eitered  into  The  Hawk's  scheme  of  existence 
He  had  regarded  her  merdy  as  a  sort  of 
subbmmated   clotheshorse,   much   given   to 
the  vam  adorning  of  her  white  body  with 
nbbons  and  laces  and  fluflfy  things— and 
jewels!    There's  where  his  interest  in  women 
had  always  begun  and  ended-at  the  jewels. 
i*ut    m  the  spring  a  young  man's  fancy"— 
and  aU  the  rest  of  it;  and  it  was  June.    For 
no  reason  apparent  to  himself  The  Hawk 

reahzed  aU  at  once  that  now  he  was  regarding 
wcanan  from  a  different  angle.    This  new 

pomt  of  view  had  been  bom  at  that  instant 
when,  crouching  against  a  wall  in  the  darknras 
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he  had  caught  one  glimpse-only  one'-of 
h«  whom  he  was  pleased  to  tlSk  of  M  h2 

"*y     a  mght  filled  with  all  the  tl^Mchtf,,i 
"liabilities  of  a  faixy  tale.  Vmf  f  *^ 

*«n>ss  Sixth  Avenue,  under  the  "i  •■  i. 

good  old  Ne»  YoawS^i    the  raa,  of 

hondml  t«J  ^*  he  was  stm  a    ^ 

aonorea  feet  or  so  swav  fmm  ♦!,-    .  .         ^'' 

tat  ^the  pohoe  ,S  STd^  ,r:f 
»«l^t'e^f?''°-«'.'»*t 
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^  of  ie  l^w^VS^  y^^  ^  that 

wcS^wS'to   *°"^^^«»-    He 

thefi«;TalSff«^?eSd'^-    '*  ^ 
there  was  one  inan^tL'*ff°'    ^^^  ^ 

The  Hawk  felt  there^^^^^ij^?    ""'^ 

that  discretion  was  tfT^^        ^^^  ^e^ 
Alre^rhTt,^  Jl^^P*"  °^  ^°'- 
Avenue  4en  W^t^^"*^  S^** 
around  the  comer  and  p^pt  Ct  7S* 
Pohce  station.    It  stormli       °.^*  °' *« 
aged  man  aShted  ^^'  "^  *  °»^ddle- 
diatelyS a^r^'wS T  ^^°^  ^e- 
hi»h4'st:<S^Lll'^-^^  Hawk  saw  her 

-ihe  girl  of  the  windowT^?!^?^^ 
tat  of  her  head  X^l  ^-^^^  ''^  *« 
brick-red  hair-!S'tuiL?t,?*^*  °^  J^«- 
had  eome^th  h^!.?^^^*,^^^«'  She 
^t  ileredjrttr£?5  °J  ««««.  to  con- 

<^-ctives.in'<^X°^:^rr^ 
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nr",,?**?lu**  ^'^^^  ^*  *»^«i  now  in  one 
of  his  shabby  pockets. 

^^r  ^  t.  ^^'^  difference  between  dare- 
de^tay  and  bravery.  The  da«-devil  is  he 
who  doesn't  reahze  a  danger;  the  bmve  man 
18  he  who  faces  a  known  peril.  The  Hawk 
Wing  his  peril,  knowing  he  risked  that 
Jberty  he  had  taken  such  pains  to  assure- 
Wing  that  the  keen  eyes  of  MeS 

were  not  to  be  trifled  with-knowing  aU  these 
things,  he  turned  his  back  on  Sixth  Avenue 
and  slouched  on  unsteadily  toward  the  poUce 
stetion     It  was  the  lure  of  woman  thS^led 

^  her  at  dose  range  in  broad  daylight 
Perdiance  she  would  smile,  and  that  ^d 

^JTi^V^'  P^haP^-some  definite 
^ea  flick^ed  through  his  mind  and  his  lips 
curled  cunously. 

tiv!"Sl?fr^*°°'  ^^  ^'^^^'  ^d  Detec- 
fave  Meredith  stood  on  the  police-station 
steps  m  earnest  conversation.  Obviously 
they  were  waiting  for  some  one.  Came 
along  a  drooping,  weary-eyed,  bedraggled 
uneven  whining  creature,  with  tremMng' 
outstretched  hand.  ^^ 

J'Please.  gentlemen-lady,"  he  croaked, 
a  tew  pemues  to  save  me  from  starving." 
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vrl^S  ''T  *  ^'^^^^  y°"  *<««  got  a  nerve  " 
^^tn^"*"^   «M>ly.    Many  SSu. 

ranee.    "Begguig  at  a  poUce  station!    G^n 
—fade  away— up  an  alley!" 

H^T"^'  ^^  *J^  a  police  station?"  The 
Hawk  quened  in  humble  amazement. 

What  does  it  look  like?    A  candy  store? 
Beat  It— on  your  way!" 

«•  Ji!  ^^^'^  «*allow"eyes  met  those  of  the 

uL~^hr^^-    '^^y^'^reblue.bC 
Wue-the  blue  of  a  moon-lit  sky;  compas^ 

^known  she  would  have.  Her  han^ 
^^  her  pocketbook. 

flton  "  1*^  ?!!  ^  anything,  Miss  Ham- 
pton, advised  the  detective.  "It  only 
encourages  'em."  ^ 

"But  the  poor  feUow  may  actuaUy  be 

h«>^."  Helen  protested.  "He^hun! 
giy. 

"I  am,  Miss,"  The  Hawk  assured  her- 
Jn^^tement.  at  least.  possesSTm^t 
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Hden  produced  a  coin  and  droooed  it 
mto  his  palm;  and  The  HaTskT!"^ 
cunous  glance  at  his  old-time  enemy.  ^^ 
"V^  ^^  ^^^'"  ^««"*  commanded 

lowr^sLXt^fLU^twa^l^^- 
^tions.    Doy^lJSt^?^.'^^'* 
Yes,  sir." 

''What  are  you  grinning  about?" 

was  I  grinning,  sir?" 
A  uniformed  ipan  came  out  of  the  station 

J^ri  ^^'  *°  ^^"^*^'  after  whSS 
Jttle  party  entered  the  building.  TwS«! 
^sway  wm  in  Thirtieth  sS  The  Ha^ 
J<Wed  and  laughed.  Once,  it  was  a  ^S 
of  shew  joy-he  had  seen  Her  LoveS 

the  half  dollar  she  had  given  him;  and  S 
ET^r/  ^.  her  eyes  were  ^  SJ 

Sl^.  'f**^«»«°y-  Khehad^ 
Meredith  was  beginnmg  the  search  for  the 
his  hand   m  possession  of  a  man  whom  to 

that  Meredith  had  just  ordered  him  to  1^ 
away  from  poUce  stations  appealed  toS 


•'  'If  that  isn't  „„,  of, He  diamonds  from  „,.  Countess  of  Sali.,     ''•"  "' 
garter,  I'll  eat  if  "      ""'^^  "/^"''sbury's 
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Hawk's  sense  of  humor.  It  would  be  almost 
worth  while  to  go  up  to  Meredith  and  intro- 
duce  hmiself,  just  to  see  the  expntssion  on  his 
face  I 

T«i  minutes  later  The  Hawk,  apparently 
on   famihar   ground,   inserted   a   curiously 
fasboned  key  into  the  lock  of  a  door  and 
toed  It  tentatively.    It  worked,  aud  he  slid 
through,  conscious  instantly  of  the  fact  that 
tile  opening  of  the  door  had  sounded  an 
electnc  buzz  somewhere  in  the  rear.    Along 
the  hall  he  went,  certain  of  his  way,  turning 
mto  a  room  at  his  left.    It  was  bare,  save  for 
a  decrepit  chair  or  table  here  and  there,  and 
a  vividly  green  sofa  in  a  comer.    A  singular 
odor  pervaded  the  place,  a  sort  of  mustiness 
tb&t    one  always   associates   with   antiaue 
shops.  ^ 

Perhaps  a  minute  passed,  then  from  the 
back  came  Daddy  Heinz,  the  most  adroit 
fence  and  generally  accomplished  old  crook 
New  York  ever  sheltered.  He  was  bent, 
hook-nosed,  bearded,  evil-eyed;  the  tattered 
dressing  gown  he  wore  dragged  at  his  heels. 
He  tottered  into  the  room,  peering  about 
lu^nexpectantly.  At  length  his  gaze  settled 
on  The  Hawk,  reflecting  the  vague  fear  which 
an  unfamiliar  face  always  inspired. 
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^   "Wdl     Daddy?"    greeted    The    Hawk. 

iJOD  t  you  know  me?" 

For  a  space  longer  the  old  man  stared 
Some  chord  of  memory  vibrated  at  the  sound 

"You  got  me." 

onl'^*  ^^^^'i  *''*'  ""^^  °^  mumbled,  and 

man  8.      I  m  glad  to  see  you.  boy.    I  had 
J^thjt  you  we^  dead.    Where  have  yoa 

ttawk!      A  golden  vision  opened  up  before 
tt^fadmgeyes.    "The  Hawk  back  in  New 

"Back  in  New  York."    The  Hawk  laughed 
^ammgly.    "I.^  «,„y  I  did„.,  ^^^^ 

.«?f '^^  ^??'  *^  "P"  '^tJ^*!  into  a  smile 
and  he_  rubbed  his  hands  together  greedily 
Magnmcent  coups  there  had  been  in  the  old 
days  when  The  Hawk  had  been  at  his  b^; 
and  luscious  profits  to  share  between  them 
And  now  The  Hawk  was  back!  His  evil 
^  heart  wanned  at  the  promise  of  pros- 
Pjnj^ahead.    The  Hawk's  whole  mLer 
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"Anybody  at  aU  in  the  house?" 
"No." 

"Wdl,  nobody— wotorfy,  you  understand 

i7  M       J?**?   ''°   ^^-    ^^    I'°»  back 
m  New  York,  that  I'm  even  alive.    You 

hwd  I  was  dead.  Let  me  stay  dead.  Now 
listen  a  minute.  I'm  aU  m.  I  haven't 
slept  for  thirty-six  hours,  wjd  I  walked  ei^h- 
J^  f?"  ^,_f"  that  rain  last  night.  Pi^, 
I  want  breakfast.  I'll  take  a  plunge  while 
you^  fixmg  it.    Then  I  want  dJp-lot^ 

of  It.  And  whale  I'm  sleeping-look  here  a 
moment. 

Prom  the  depths  of  a  pocket  he  produced 

a  smaU  crumpled-u^  paper  and  unfolding  it 

^kyed  a  <hamond-a  single  unset  st^e. 

Daddy  Hemz-  eyes  glittered  as  he  stitched 

2LfJ^^'  S'^sping  hand  for  it;  and  as  he 

trostfti  «id  turned  it  in  his  fingers  there  came 

^T  ^°^^^^S  expression  into  his  face. 

lHat  stone  is  nearly  five  carats,"  The 

Hawk  told  him  crisply.    He  either  didn't 

see  or  chose  not  to  notice  anything  strange 

l^i^^^fT'^  *°*°°*-    "It's  blue  white 
and^utifully  cut.    It's  worth  somewhere 

ttflSt^"  ^^  ^^^  ^""^^  <lo"ars  at 

"Where— where  did  you  get  it?"  Daddy 
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Heina  quavered.    There  wm  an  undereurrent 
of  excitement  in  his  manner. 
"Why?"  demanded  The  Hawk  abruptly. 
What  does  it  matter?" 
"Nothing  only— only— it's  clean,  is  it?" 
You  know  it's  clean,"  replied  The  Hawk. 
I  don  t  kill  people;  I  merely  steal.    Whv 
did  you  ask  that?" 

"No  reason  at  all,"  the  old  man  hastened 
to  assure  him.  "It's  such  a  beautiful  stone. 
thatsaU.  I  w^  wondering;  and  I  wouldn't 
handle  a  stone  of  that  size  if  it  had  blood 

Whatever  emotion  had  swayed  him  it  was 
aU  gone  now,  hidden  behind  a  venerable 
mask  of  dissimulation.  For  half  a  minute 
The  Hawk  continued  to  stare  at  him  curi- 
ously, then: 

"While  I'm  asleep  I  want  you  to  do  some 
thmgs  for  me,"  he  directed  teraely  "I 
want  clothes— good  clothes— the  clothes  of 
a  gentleman— everything  from  shoes  to  hats 
I  want  money— a  thousand  doUars  in  cash 
at  least,  and  during  the  next  ten  days  I'll 
want  more  of  it,  butxhes  of  it.  I've  ample 
security.  That's  all  now.  And  remember. 
Daddy,  The  Hawk  is  dead;  deader  than  you 
ever  thought  he  could  be.    Now  hustle  me 
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up  a  beefsteak  about  as  big  as  that  table 
top.  Me  for  the  bathtub."  He  turned 
toward  the  door,  on  his  way  upstairs.  "Oh, 
let  me  see  your  gun  a  minute. " 

From  the  voluminous  folds  of  his  anti- 
quated dressing  gown  Daddy  Heinz  pro- 
duced a  revolver. 

The  Hawk  spun  the  barrel  in  his  fingers, 
and  examined  the  priming. 

"Thanks,"  he  said.    "I'll  keep  it." 

The  Hawk  slept,  and  sleeping,  dreamed. 
He  was  crouching  close  against  a  wall  in  the 
dark,  and  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the 
world  was  emptying  a  hat  bos  of  diamonds 
over  his  head.  ...  On  a  table  beside 
his  bed  the  revolver  lay,  cocked.  Of  such  a 
breed  as  this  was  his  faith  in  Daddy  Heinzl 

Meanwhile  that  venerable  old  crook,  with 
a  magnifying  glass  screwed  into  one  of  his 
evil  eyes,  was  ttiming  and  twisting  the  unset 
diamond  in  his  daw-like  fingers. 

"If,"  he  remarked  after  a  long  silence, 
"if  that  isn't  one  of  the  diamonds  from  the 
Cotmtess  of  Salisbury's  garter  I'll  eat  it." 
He  cackled  dryly.  "But  how  did  it  fall 
into  the  hands  of  The  Hawk?  I  wonder — 
I  wonder  if  Brokaw  Hamilton  could  have — ?" 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

JL      his  beauty  sleep  two  mS  fwS 
were  actively,  albeit  unconsciously,  It  S 
Jghtemng  the  clouds  which  had  ^ed  ft. 
happiness  of  Skeets  Gaunt.    iCeT^t^ 
were  the  police  and  the  pre^^^''°^°^ 
Brokaw  Haniilton  needed  only  one  glimpse 
^tiie  afternoon  newspapers  to  convi^cS 
^1  !  ^,  ^  ^  motion  an  avalanSe^ 
S?*   VJ^!  the  ears  of  his  datSiJ 
He  hunself  didn't  nund  an  avalancheorTo- 
he  was  used  to  them;  but  he  was  ^ed 
on  her  account.    It  may  have  be^  t!^*^. 
vague   considerations  ^SrSt^i   v* 
newborn  wish  to  conti^lTca^* ^»> 
mfluenc«i  him  when  he  ^thd^"Se^ 
chai^of  ti^eft  he  had  made  against  i:^ 
Why  did  you  withdraw  it?"  demanded 
the  ubiquitous  newspaper  reporter.  ^ 

^^The  jev^s  have  been  found,"  was  the 

"Where?" 

cetem^^'  '*  ^  °^  °°  consequence."  et 
"When?" 

86 


THE  ADVENTURES  OP  THE  HAWK      87 

"The  public  had  no  interest,"  et  cetera. 
"Who  had  'em?" 

"No  good  end  would  be  served, "  et  cetera. 
"Let's  see 'em." 

"Really,  he  must  decline,"  et  cetera. 
Even  newspaper  reporters  don't  believe 
all  they  hear.    In  the  beginning  they  had 
been  asked  to  swallow  a  yam  to  the  eflfect 
that  S.  Keats  Gaunt,  son  of  a  millionaire,  a 
semi-famous  poet  rich  in  his  own  right,  had 
led  Helen  Hamilton,  sole  heiress  of  another 
millionaire,  to  think  he  was  going  to  elope 
with   her,  aU   this   with   the   one  purpose 
of  stealing  her  jewels,  worth  a  paltry  fifty 
thousand  dollars.    Credulity  balked  at  that. 
Now  came  Brokaw  Hamilton's  bald  statement 
that  the  jewels  had  been  found;  and  coupled 
therewith  was  a  refusal  to  say  when  or  where ; 
also  a  refusal  to  produce  them. 

Mr.  Hamilton  was  surprised,  amazed! 
Why,  gentlemen,  did  not  the  press  believe 
his  statement?  No,  the  press  did  not. 
Pooh!  Pooh!  sneered  the  press.  This  last 
yam  was  worse  than  the  first.  So  the  ava- 
lanche thundered  on. 

Possibly  the  crux  of  the  thing  lay  in  that 
jeweled  garter!  Investigation  along  this  line 
brought  the  newspaper  men  up  against  a 
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Stone  wan  of  reticence.    Whose  garter  was 
f^°°!7^dsay.    From  whom  had 

Ditto      Where?     Likewise.     How?     Also. 

ti^l?^u^^  ^^"°*  *^  "^ted  for  the 
weiti'    Echo  answered,     "Why?"     Deter 

IZ^^"^'  -w  in  chaise  S  the^; 
looted  as  wise  as  a  dog  who  has  just  hiddeii 
a^e.  and  said-nothing!  His  assistants 
were  equaUy  voluble. 

At  just  about  this  point  the  press  discov- 
J«d  an  English-looking  per^„  ^^S 
to  be  loitermg  around  in  the  background  of 
the  mystery.    Some  one  discovered  that  his 

«^.nf^> ''***"'  Did  *«  know  any. 
thing  about  anything?  ReaUy.  old  chaps, 
he  didn't  have  a  blessed  woid  to  say,  jSj 

£°^.^i°?.  ""^"^^^^^  '°'  *«y  ^.^ 
His^ .  J^Tl  "^  ^"^'^  «P°rters! 
tZZ^  .  f  i^^"  to  drtjp  a  line  to  The 
Jtmes  about  it,  eh,  what? 

nf^,^!j  *°  *^*  P"*^  °°«  lonely  crumb 
of  amsolation.    When  Skeets  Gaunt  came 

1^^^^.  ^  P^"'*  ~"rt  for  a  prelimi- 
JZ  ?T^  *^1  **^^  ^S^°^  him  would 
aJ^fid^w JT*^  T=^'-  All  this  secrecy 
and  fiddle-f odUIe  would  have  to  make  way  for 
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cold  facts.  Knowing  this,  the  newspaper  men 
possessed  their  souls  in  comparative  patience. 
But  Skeets  Gaunt  was  not  arraigned  in 
police  court.  The  charge  of  the  theft  of  the 
garter  was  mysteriously  withdrawn!  The 
incident  was  closed.  By  the  time  the  report- 
ers discovered  this,  Skeets  had  been  released 
and  had  gone  his  way. 

Thus  the  situation  at  three  o'clock  on  the 
day  following  the  poet's  arrest.  John  Gaunt, 
in  his  oiBce,  was  absorbing  all  these  details 
from  a  very  extra  special  extra  midnight 
extra  edition  of  an  extra  afternoon  newspaper, 
when  the  door  opened  and  Skeets  himself 
strode  in,  his  poetic  eye  rolling  in  fine  frenzy; 
and  it  wasn't  the  frenzy  of  genius,  either! 
His  father  swung  around  iu  his  swivel  chair 
and  scowled  at  him. 

"I've  just  had  a  conversation  over  the 
telephone  with  Brokaw  Hamilton,"  John 
Gatmt  began  without  preliminary. 

"I  don't  care,"  Skeets  raged.  "That 
isn't  what  I  want  to  talk  about.  You  left 
me  in  that  cell  all  last  nightand to-day,  and—" 

"Now,  Sammy,  keep  your  shirt  on.    I—" 

"Not  Sammy,  please,  father." 

"Samuel,  then."  It  was  a  concession. 
The  poet  was  made  to  fed  that  it  was. 
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^ow^  d^'t  disarrange  your  linen  while  I 
t^to^youa„„nute.    I've  Just  had  a  con. 

JYou  could  have  put  up  a  cash  bond, 

"I've  just  had  a  conversation  over  the 
telephone  with  Brokaw  HamiltonTjohn 
Gaunt  repeated  doggedly.  "HecaUedie; 
coal  heaver.    A  coal  keaoerl    n«  T 

stand  that?"  °°  ^  "«'*«*■ 

"You  could  have  put  up  a  cash-" 

marrf^f  ^'^^  '^^^^  *°  1*^8  daughter's 
SS?.*\^"  J*"*  «•  he  would  h^e 
o^^to  her  marriage  to  the  son  of^ 
,<w*«^coal  heaver,  meaning  me. " 

You  could  have  put  up " 

"Now,  Sammy " 

''Not  Sammy,  puas^,  father!" 
.    i  *  beg  your  pardon— Samuel.    He  ean«H 
you  the  son  of  a  coal  heaver!"        **' **"** 
"You  could  have  put  up—" 

Z^-    .  ^  y°"  get   that?    Gaunt 

blood  ««•/  good  enoughl"  ^ 

"You  could  have  put  uo— "    Tt,-  «t. 
came   monotonously'  ^^ulently.'^iLS'T 
breaking  of  angr,  waves  against  ro^. 
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"Now  Ifs  up  to  us-me  and  you-ifs  a 
debt  we  owe  ourselves  to  pay  him  for  his 

?i;;r'*;,Ji'**'^*"°"«*»'    Acoalheaverl 
^t^_blood    not    good    enough!     Now, 

"Not  Sammy,  phase,  father!" 
"Samuel,"  John  Gaunt  corrected  himself 
grmously.    "Keats,  my  son,"  he  flatte«d, 
the  Gaunts  always  pay  their  debts;  we'll 
pay  this."    He  tilted   back  in  his  swivel 
chair  and  regarded  the  poet  shrewdly.    "You 
know  some  day,  Sammy-Keats  !-8ome  day 
I  m  going  to  die,  and  when  I  do  there'U  be 
several  million  dollars  that  I  won't  be  able 
to  take  along  with  me.    Would  you  like 
to  have  those  millions?" 
'|Ybu  could  have  put  up  some  of  'em—" 
C^,     John  Gaunt  pursued  evenly,  "or 
would  you  prefer  that  I  give  those  millions 
to  estabhsh  a  fund  for  the  purpose  of  buyine 
pajamas  and  standing  collars  for  the  PiH 
Islanders?    I'm  making  a  proposition.    Do 
you  get  me?" 

"You  could  have  put  up " 

"Hamilton  says  Gaunt  blood  isn't  good 
enough.  You  can  get  those  millions  in  one 
way,  and  only  one  way!  You  can  get  them 
by  marrying  Helen  HamiUonl" 
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aright?    Was  his  father        ^^  ^*  ^««» 

such  thunderous  objectioSf         ^  ""'"^ 
"No?f 'L^.*  '^^  aU  he  could  say. 

and  perhaps  some  of  4  alSg  7t^^i 
you  don't  marry  her  ♦>,<«,•*.  .  ®™'  "^ 
high  collai^^^'pl^rr^T*"^  ^^'^ 
blood  not  goo^  ^oS  2r'S  ^"^^ 
heaver,  am  I?  v™,'~  U  ^m  a  coal 
heaver  ar«  y^P^wJT  we^'^".^'  ^  ««^ 
a  dash  of  coal  heav«^?w!L  -^"^  mtrxxiuce 
and  see  how  he  S^itr '^  "*°  ^^  '^y 

^  I  understand  that,  after  «ti    t 
°^  Helen?"  Skeets Wdcf^lii, 7^ 
with  emotion.  tremulous 

objection  o^t  of  you   n^    f*  *  '^''^  °^ 
don't  care  how  or  whJ^  ;  T^  *  '^^^i'    I 
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a«ets;  there  remained  only  the  great  glad- 
ness of  adoration. 

Jlr^  ^°°'i  ^°^  ^°^  *o  tl^nk  you!" 
he  stammered;  and  after  a  little  he  went 
lus  way,  treading  on  air. 

An  EngKsh-looking  person,  Dexter  by  name 
was  m  earnest  conversation  with  two  other 
men  in  the  corndor  of  the  great  skyscraper 
as  Skeets  passed  out  into  the  street. 

pat  s  the  son, "  he  told  them.  "Never 
nund  him.  It's  the  father  we  want  IS 
must  not  move  twenty  feet  unless  one  of 
yc«ijs  along.    It  may  come  down  to  searching 

nddle  of  the  garter,  and  he's  the  only  one  who 
does.    He  knows  where  the  garter's  been  and 
he  knows  wh««  it  is  now.    But  we  must 
catch  him  red-handed.    Those  are  the  orders  \ 
from  Scotland  Yard. " 

Half  submerged  in  flaming  headed  after- 
noon  newspapers,  Brokaw  Hamilton  sat  at 
the  big  desk  m  his  study,  staring  coldly  into 
the  rebeUious  eyes  of  his  daughter.  He  had 
commanded  her  presence  peremptorily 

HpT-T"  i^^  ^  "°'*  unfortunate  affair, 
Helen,     he  began  at  last,  gmvely. 
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LL  /^J  y°«  see  that  snapshot  of  me 
to  one  of  the  papen.?  With  a  last  year's 
hat  on?  And  my  mouth  open?  It  looked 
just  hke  a  fish!" 

"Unfortunately  you  are  involved  in  this 
fflare  s  nest  which  some  one  has  discovered 
T^  notoriety."  and  he  waved  a  hand 
toward  the  newspapers,  "is  extremely  dis- 
tasteful  to  both  your  mother  and  myself. 
I  m  afraid  ifs  impossible  to  put  an  end  to 
It,  but  we  can  do  the  next  best  thing  and 
get  you  away  from  it. " 

"Z°^^^  ^  *°  Newport?    So  early?" 
Not  Newport,  nor  Bar  Harbor,  nor  Nar- 
ragansett,    nor   Lenox-not  even    Europe 
1  o-morrow  morning  you  and  your  mother  will 

n^l  1*?^  "T^  T^  disappear  into  some 
quttt  httle  place  that  nobody  ever  heard  of 
and  you  wiU  remain  there,  hidden  as  it  were! 
until  the  unpleasant  features  of  this-until 
the  hurrah  has  subsided. " 
Helen  stared  at  him  resignedly. 
"I  Imow  the  sort  of  place  you  mean," 
she  said;     some  poky  little  old  hole  where- 
where-    Oh.   weUI    My  heart  is  broken, 
anyway.    I  don't  suppose  it  matters-noth- 
ing t  attersmuch." 
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"Yott  are  to  leave  no  address  behind  you 
mth  any  one. "  her  father  continued,  heedless 
of  her  tone.  "Your  .identity,  your  name 
even,  is  to  be  diflferent."  Helen  glanced 
up  at  him  in  bewilderment.  "You  under- 
stand?  You  are  to  take  another  name  and 
use  It  unta  you  come  back  to  New  York 
It  s  the  only  way  to  get  rid  of  the  newspaper 

Helen's  heart  may  have  been  broken— I 
don  t  know.  I'm  sure-but  I  do  know  that 
her  eyes  sparkled  suddenly,  and  her  rosy 
hps  nppled  into  a  smUe;  and  she  clasped  her 
hands  ecstatically.  I  say,  her  heart  may  have 
been  broken,  but  she  was  an  unconventional 
gu-1  and  perhaps  she  expressed  her  emotions 
m  unconventional  ways. 

"Oh,  Pops,  won't  that  be  corking?  I'll  be 
Cicely— Cicely  Somebody-or-other.  I  just 
hate  Helen,  anyway.  Helen!  It  always 
sounded  to  me  like  a  long-legged,  thin,  slick- 
haited  sort  of  person.  Cicely!  That  sounds 
more  like  me,  doesn't  it?" 

Brokaw  Hamilton  chose  not  to  notice  the 
ebullition. 

"The  ultimate  consequences  of  this  aflfair 
may  be  nwre-more— €i--serious  than  we 
now  supgos*;^'  he  went  on.    "At  any  rate 
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Je^^*f  *^*  y?»  •»<»  yow  mother  Aould 
be  away  from  it  «U.    And  that  cover.  thaT" 

the   Egyptian   princess  and   scrutinized  it 
much  as  if  he  had  never  ««,  itwSl     H* 

mZ  *°  *^-    "*^«°  •huddereTa 

^^eidea^hanlf^na-pLpt-^e' 

jott^?     Brokaw  Hanulton  queried  iirele- 
"Yes,  and  they  were  horrid,  too.    Th«t 

Therefore  I  don't  have  to  teU  you  that 
I've  withdrawn  the  charge  I  made^lS 
young  Gaunt?"  ^^    "gaiost 

;;i  noticed  you  had."  disdainfully. 
Also,  the  chaige  of  stealing  the  jeweled 
garter  has  been  withdrawT^         ^^ 

"  WiMravm,  yes.  but  I  wouldn't  be  a  ii« 
surprised  if  he  d*a  steal— "        "°'^°ea^ 

"It's  absurd  to  suppose  youne  Gaunt  ;« 
a  thief.  Somebody  dTgT^StS 
when  you  dropped  them.    I  ha^TpS 
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detective  looking  into  that  now."    He  paused 

and  Wl^  his  ey«  curiously  to  Helen's  face. 

Now  that  you  know  young  Gaunt  is  free 

SiiZS"'  "^^  ^-^  ^-^ 

"I  hate  him  I  "—promptly 
"Hate  him?    Why?" 
"Oh,  because." 
"Because  what?" 
"Just  because." 

"But-but  that's  no   reason."    Brokaw 
Hamilton  gazed  at  her  in  astonishment.    He 

"?I  S  *^*  ^^  "^^~«*  »'««^««,  tool 
You  know  he's  innocent?" 

"No  reason!  Huhl  I'd  like  to  hear  a 
better  one." 

"Suppose-suppose-"  and  her  father 
^oke  slowly,  measuredly,  "-suppose  I 
should  withdraw  my  opposition  to  your  mar- 
nage  with  young  Gaunt?" 

"It  wouldn't  make  the  slightest  difference 

^iw™,Mt  "^  "v.'"  ^^"^  «^"«*  ««"y- 

I  wouldn  t  marry  him  if  he  was  the  last  mi 
hving!    Horrid  thing!" 

T  "^^!°^'"  ^^  ^**^«"  ^sisted,  "suppose 
I  ^ould  want  you  to  many  him?" 

Helen's  eyes  opened  wide.    It  didn't  occur 
to  her  as  being  curious  that  her  father  should 
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•Itei- 10  ««pletely  his  attitude  towmixi  yoHii£ 
Gaunt:  but  it  did  occur  to  her  «3SiS 
he  m«htj««t  her  to  do  ««.ethS^  S3 
MM  ihe  didn't  want  to  do. 
"Why?"  she  asked  in  turn. 

JiA^I^'"  ***  '^^  °°  "*««*ay.  and  his 
cold  eyes  were  searching  her  face,  "that  I 
should  insist  that  you  many  him?" 
Why,  Pops,  I  don't-" 

"Suppose  I  should  say  that  you  must 
many  him?"  j    <^v  you  must 

of  XT'"  • '^'^■^^•^i^tinct 
ofrebeUionmherJ  She  was  not  the  sort  S 
y^^ngperson  to  whcm  one  might  say  "must  " 
-i^g^way  with  it.    "Why.  I  wouldn't 

«rI2*'""?"^*'  "o^«»t««i."  her  father 
«rg«i.  "Last  night  you  would  have  elopM 
^th  hun;  to^y-your  attitude  is  t^. 

S:ru  J*  ^,?**  ^^^'^  ^'  y°«  do  love 

Jum  If  he  should  discover  where  you  are  to 
spend  the  summer,  and—"  J'  »  ««  w 

'•liZ^'K^"^.^^"  *«  ^^""^^^^  hotly. 
I  wont!    I.won'tl    I  won't!    And  I  thiij^ 

^UfJl'^'J'^^  °^^  *^«'  "»  there!" 
She  left  hun  there,  a  much  bewildered  man. 

One  of  Brokaw  Hamilton's  trains,  propeUed 
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by  a  motive  force  senented  by  John  <Graunt'» 
ooal,  wu,  at  this  piychological  moment,  bear* 
ing  a  penonal  representative  of  the  Seoetary 
of  State  from  the  city  of  Washington  to  the 
city  of  New  York.  His  errand  in  the  metropo* 
lis  was  a  curious  one.  It  was  to  request 
the  Associated  Press  and  the  newspapera 
generally  to  refrain  from  further  mention 
of  the  jeweled  garter,  and  the  mystery  sur- 
rounding it.  This  unusual  request  followed 
doeely  upon  a  long  interview  between  the 
Britidi  ar.'bassador  and  the  President  o£ 
the  United  Stotes. 


CHAPTER  IX 

T^  2r*h'*'^'l"?°"-    F«»>  a  drawer 

A    Of  the  big  desk  in  his  study  Brokaw 

Hamilton  took  a  revolver,  and  ha^ig^I 

S  ShitS'  *^f  '*  ^*°  - -^e 

Pocicet  of  the  dust  coat  he  wore.  He  ouUeH 
an  automobile  cap  down  over  his  SLTanl 
passed  into  the  haU.  '  ^^ 

i,«'LT?L°°.*  "^^^  "°*^  ^er  midnight  " 
h«  told  the  footman.  Dawkins.    "ItTn't 
be  necessary  for  any  one  to  wait  up  foTme 
I  have  a  latchkey. "  ^        ™®* 

^e  footman  nodded  and  the  raihx)ad  mae- 

rwSt^'^ '°""  *'^  "^^-  «^  -^^ 

"Eighth  Avenue  and  Thirtieth  Street  ••  !,<. 
d^ted  the  chauffeur.    "If    nSf^do^ 

He  stepped  mside  and  the  car  moved  awav 
«J«itly  into  the  night.  It  was  tS^Two 
mmutes  past  nine  when  the  motor^w  uo 

That's  all. "  he  said.    "  I  won't  Z^ 

again  to-night. "  *  °^  ^"^ 

For  a  time,  until  the  i^  tail  light  of  the 

automobile  disappeared  in  the  dSrti^,^? 

too 
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Uptown,  he  stood  thoughtfully  gazing  after 
it,  then,  abruptly,  he  turned  the  comer  and 
went   along   West   Thirtieth   Street.    Over 
near  Sixth  Avenue,  where  two  great  green 
lamps  squatted  on  their  supports,  was  the 
new    Tenderloin    Police    Station.     Brokaw 
Hamilton,   apparently  on  familiar  ground, 
inserted  a  curiously  fashioned  key  into  the 
lock  of  a  door;  and  somewhere  an  electric 
buzz  sounded.    Along  the  haU  he  went,  cer- 
tain  of  his  way,  turning  into  a  room  at  his 
left.    It  was  bare,  save  for  a  decrepit  chair 
or  table  here  and  there,  and  a  vividly  green 
sofa  in  a  comer. 

A  door  opened,  and  Daddy  Heinz  tottered 
in,  peering  about  him  curiously,  and  robbing 
his  withered  old  hands  together. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Hamilton,"  he  greeted  obse- 
quiously. 

"I  daresay  you  were  not  expecting  me?" 
questioned  the  railroad  magnate. 

"Oh,  yes,"  and  the  evil-eyed  old  man 
grinned  cunningly.  "  It's  about  the  Countess 
of  Salisbury's  garter.  I  have  seen  the  after- 
noon newspapers. " 

In  a  room  directly  above  them  The  Hawk 
was  spread  out  luxuriously  all  over  his  bed. 


tes 


MY  LADY'S  GARTER 


*n«a^  in  the  pleasing  pastime  of  planning 
a  rose-strewn  future.    On  a   table  13 

^^6T^\?^'^  Heinz' revTl^S 
^ed  and  beside  that  glittering  instrument 
of  death  was  a  neat  stack  of  banknoS 
Notmuch-heighol-TheHawkyaZSy 
-only  a  paltry  thousand  dollar,  a  triTof 
loose  pocket  change.  Beneath  his  pillow  w2 
of'  iSir^'  f^^  ^°°«^*^«  *^*  the'^CoIS 

f^f^t^  f"  ?^  ''^  *  metamorphosis. 
Truly  the  lean  d^  had  gone.  The  H^k 
could  r^ember  only  dimly  the  time  wC 

i^So^^^^^^^--^- 

at^TTf  A'^^f"'™  ^"*'^-'  And  not 
tirf-  ^  ^''t"™  ^^  ^  lool^ed  forward  to 
gloatmgly  as  he  plodded  along  througrthe 
rmn  the  night  before-^r  had  that  £n" 
w^T ?  /"^  ^°^  A  greater  fut^  tt 
and  the  aUuxmg  voice  of  Helen  Hamilton 
mtrnded^thehanningpersistence.  pTSc 
Hawk^oo.  had  read  the  afternoon  Zp^ 
devoured  every  line  in  every  one  ofTS 

^Sth^*'~'""*^°'^^*^"^«  events 
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It  pleased  The  Hawk  to  know  that  Her 
name  was  Helen  Hamilton;  it  pleased  him 
more  to  know  that  She  was  the  daughter  of 
Brokaw  Hamilton,  the  taikoad  magnate- 
it  pleased  him  and  quickened  his  pulse 
Light  heartedly  he  had  laughed,  as  aU  of 
New  York  had,  at  the  vicissitudes  which  had 
befaUen  poor  Skeeui;  and  he  was  honestly 
glad  to  know  that  the  poet  was  free  at  last 
Md  clear  of  the  odd  entanglements.    The 
Hawk  smiled  when  he  learned  that  Detective 
Meredith  was  "moving heaven  and  earth"  to 
solve  the  mysteries  of  that  Arabian  Night 
Also,  he  was  delighted  with  the  informatioii 
that  the  thing  he  had  picked  from  the  mantel 
m  the  vacant  house  was  a  lady's  garter 
He  had  examined  it  with  a  new  interest 
^   After  awhile  The  Hawk  drew  the  jewel 
case  from  beneath  his  pillow  and  meditatively 
spilled  its  contents  out  on  the  bed  in  front 
of  hun.    Piece   by  piece   he  handled   the 
quamtly  wrought  articles  which  reflected  the 
capncious   taste   of   their    rightful    owner. 
These  nngs,  she  had  worn  them  on  her  fingers- 
these  bracelets  had  clasped  the  round,  soft 
wnsts;  this  brooch  had  nestled  in  the  deli- 
cious curve  of  her  neck !    And  a  single  coin— 
a  half  dollar!    She  had  given  him  that  because 
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iSvX^^^t*  ""'  ^  "^^^^J  Shame, 
lessiy  rhe  Hawk  pressed  it  to  »iJoi;«-  ^""^ 
iauniveraal.         *"'»^  «  *«  hw  hps.    Love 

For  an  hour  or  more  The  Hawk  lay  flat 
on  lus  back,  staring  with  blind  eyS^inS 

ouo  leanea  from  her  window  and   ii»,™+ 

S.£:S'  '"  ^'^"^^  -  his  Clg'^lJe" 
inr^  ^^e'y  curve  of  the  slender  6*^ 
^  she  had  stood  bn  the  station-houS  S 

?»  i^  wf  "^  ^^'^  ^^*^'  thefts 
acm  in  her  face  when  he  had  asked  for  akos^ 

« J^  ^  sat  up  straight  in  bed 


'  -Oh,  >«      If,  about  Ihe  Countess  »f  SalishurVs  mrler 
I  have  seen  Ihe  afternoon  nni'spapers'"    * 
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bearded  face  reflected  there.  The  bland  eyes 
were  shallow  no  longer;  some  new  quality 
had  been  bom  in  them.  In  that  brief 
instant  The  Hawk  was  above  sordid  things; 
love  had  exalted  him— he  ahnost  had  a  soul.' 
All  at  once  he  understood  why  Skeets,  being 
in  love  with  Helen,  ocold  write  poetry. 
Why,  hang  it,  he  couldn't  help  but  write 
poetry!  He  could  have  written  poetry  him- 
self at  that  instant. 

"Why  not?"  he  asked  anew  of  the  scrubby- 
bearded  reflection.  And  the  answer  came 
out  of  the  void:  "Daddy  Heinz!"  His  face 
hardenedr  his  eyes  narrowed.  T  j  all  intents 
and  purposes  The  Hawk  was  dead  to  aU  men 
—to  the  world  at  large— to  Meredith— to  aU 
save  Daddy  Heinz!  He  had  made  a  mistake 
m  arousing  Daddy  Heinz*  sleeping  memory 
of  him;  in  coming  here  at  all.  Ifonlyhehad 
stopped  to  think! 

But  Daddy  Heinz  knew  him,  and  in  that 
knowledge  would  lie  his  danger.  He  had 
deUberately  placed  himself  in  the  old  man's 
grip;  and  always  he  would  be  near,  threat- 
ening, blackmailing,  whining.  If  only  some 
one  would  sink  his  fingers  in  that  venerable 
throat!  The  Hawk's  teeth  were  clenched; 
his    own    wiry    hands    worked    nervously. 
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Violence  had  always  been  distasteful  to  The 
Hawk,  but  now  Daddy  Heinz  was  in  the 

way;  now  it  was  necessary  to 

"Except  for  Daddy  Heins  there  is  no 
reason,"  he  told  himself  at  last;  he  didn't 
even  pay  Skeets  the  tribute  of  considering 
him  at  all.  Again  he  studied  his  reflection 
in  the  mirror.  "A  barber  could  shape  me  up 
m  half  an  hour.  I  want  her— I'll  win  her!" 
He  smiled  charmingly  at  his  reflection.  "It 
would  doubtless  please  Brokaw  Hamilton 
to  know  my  decision." 

ShorUy  after  midnight  a  patrohnan  in 
West  Thirtieth  Street  noticed  that  the  door 
of  a  disreputable  looking  old  house  was 
standing  open,  and  he  made  an  investiga- 
tion.   In  one  of  the  rooms  on  the  ground 
floor   he   found   old   Daddy   Heinz,   dead! 
There  were  three  bullet  holes  in  his  body, 
one  shot  having  entered  the  head  from  the 
back.    On  the  floor  beside  the  evil  old  man 
lay  a  revolver  in  which  there  were  three 
exploded  shells.    There  was  no  sign  of  any 
one  else  in  the  house,  except  in  the  room 
duieccly  over  that  where  the  body  was  found. 
The  bed  there  had  been  slept  in.    A  vast 
quantity  of  jewels  and  art  treasures,  long 
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Stolen,  were  recovered;  also  a  curious  little 
leather-bound  book.  It  seemed  to  be  an 
account  book  of  some  sort. 

WMe  the  police  from  the  Tenderloin 
Station  were  investigating  the  mystery, 
Brokaw  Hamilton,  pallid  as  death,  staggered 
up  the  steps  of  his  home  in  The  Bronx  and 
let  himself  in  with  his  latchkey.  He  went 
straight  to  his  study  and,  after  locking  the 
door,  placed  a  single  unset  diamond  in  a 
secret  drawer  of  one  of  his  curio  cabinets. 
It  was  the  stone  The  Hawk  had  gouged  out 
of  the  Cotmtess  of  Salisbury's  garter! 

A  tiny  fleck  of  blood  on  Brokaw  Hamil- 
ton's hand !  He  stared  at  it,  his  eyes  dilating 
with  horror. 

"Good  GodI"  he_exclaimed. 


il 


PART  III 
"l  LOVE  YOUl" 

CHAPTER  I 


HOW."  queried   the  rtraager  in  the 
Garden  of  Eden    "h^Jj  * 

Eve  manage  to  wLSt!'       ^  ^  ^"^  *°d 
„  "«««e  to  while  away  your  time?" 

times  we  fxJ^tT  *^'  '^  ^^^er 

fa^TtSce'^'S  !?  *^°^^  "^^PP^  on  the 

aTSto^le'^USS"^'" 
wl^aiddlesinViSc^i;^:^^: 

^eerly  from  1^^^  .f^e  "^i'^'  rT 
unto  Adam  and  EveTthTnl  ^'  ^"^ 
its  inhabitants  ige  to  wS^""  °^  ^^ 
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««ion.  satuitrsj5L;  ^srtr* 

famous  nadezvoua  «n^   «**•  '^  • 

Even  now  th^:^jSi4Sj;:«»t   Point, 
doddering  old  chaM^!2^'  'lf*^*'-~Jo'«d, 

Pi«cy;^^5  "?°^'  *"d  Pelage,  and 

etei^-^^^-on^^h'r 

sendee's  pS^T  on  Te  ^u^  *  ^P*^* 
found IdcwSZi^^"'*^^^  °«y  be 
of  Satuit  ^*  ""°'«  oM  house 

To-day,  almost  in  the  suhiirKo  «« 
city.  Satuit  is  an  anaXcS^T         *  «^* 
past  century  JS,  ^T!^^-'  *  P^rt  of  a 
that  pastZiS^  otLT^*'*'  ^^^^^  ^^ 

sSTanifS^-^^-t!^^^ 
3-  the  eS^r.-, -llSdSLl^ 
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Aoulder;  or  ahoot  wild  dudn  from  their 
front  yanU;  or  fiah  over  their  back  fences, 
figuratively  speaking,  for  luscious  little  smelt; 
or  dig  ditches,  as  necessity  may  be.  There 
IS  even  an  occasional  Indian,  remnant  of  his 
race,  stoical  as  ever,  but  grown  heap  much 
tat  on  the  white  man's  grub.  It  was  out  of 
consideration  for  him  that  the  first  law  on 
the  old  town  book  was  abrogated.  This 
taw  said  that  no  game  should  be  shot  on  the 
Sabbath,  except  wolves  and  Indians.  To 
this  extent  Satuit  has  progressed. 

A  rifle  shot  away,  generally  southward,  is 
tte  old  oaken  bucket— yes,  the  long-suffering 
bucket,  the  moss-covered  bucket,  the  iron- 
bound  bucket  upon  which  musical  youth  has 
hung  so  many  strange  and  weird  inharmonies; 
and  a  rifle  shot  beyond  that  is  the  little  white 
church  to  which,  tradition  says,  Daniel  Web- 
ster used  to  go;  and  another  rifle  shot  away 
stands  a  finger-like  marble  shaft  to  the  great 
Miles  Standtsh  who,  it  will  be  remembered, 
mcat.tiously  sent  John  Alden  to  do  his  wooing. 
StiU  farther  on  is  Plymouth,  and  Plymouth 
Rock,  the  hearthstone  of  American  liberty. 
It  is  very  smaU  for  its  age,  is  Plymouth  Rock, 
of  a  size  to  have  been  laid  by  the  original 
Plymouth  hen— smaU  for  its  age  and  far 
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fZ.  ^A^^-  J^*^  ••y  the  PU. 

ffrtms  landed  on  thu  particular  nxslt,  and  if 
we  bdieve  that  thing  about  Daniel  Webster 
Koing  to  diurch.  we  might  as  weU  believe  this 
•long  with  it. 

Off  in  the  other  direction,  generally  north- 
ward on  a  sandy  spit  which  thrusts  its  curve 
mto  the  bay  »  the  identical  lighthouse. 
faU^mU,  ruin,  behind  which  AWgauTd 
Rebecca  Bates  hid  in  the  twilight  and^dS 

^L^    •  "^''  **'""  "^'^fi'  °ff  *!>•  British 
mvaders  in  the  war  of  1812.    Yes  it's  tZ 

same  hghthouse  you've  «ad  aSi  V  £ 
Kwy-  Even  now.  on  stormy  nights,  white, 
dad.  spooky,  girlish  figures  move  abouTS 
Sn^  *  *^^P^P^  of  a  flute  and  the 
dmlhng  of  a  drum  are  heard  high  above 
the  whisUe  of  the  wind  and  the  lashing  of 
the  sea.  On  and  on  beyond  is  Black  rJcIc. 
ar4  Merrymount.  Some  historicaUy  impor' 
tant  thmgs  happened  at  these  places,  but 

^^"'  V"'  "^'^  °^  0^^'  home  7t 
the  dead  presidents. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  nestles  the  village  of 
Satmt,  scattering,  and  long  and  laZ^of 
street,  quiet,  restful,  and  untouched  of  the 
world-an  oasis  of  the  past  in  the  desert  of 
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the  present.  Echoes  of  the  bustling  world 
outside  reach  but  faintly— a  motor  car  that 
blunders  in  and  goes  screaming  through,  an 
occasional  aeroplane  that  comes  slithering 
out  of  the  aviation  field  at  Squantum;  a  fat 
real-estate  man  who  would  chop  up  the  vil- 
lage into  town  lots  and  build  monstrous 
houses  upon  them;  an  occasional  touch  of 
the  vernacular  of  the  day  in  the  mouths  of 
Its  inhabitants.  Then,  too,  beyond  Peggotty 
Beach,  across  Bass'  Cove,  a  wireless  mast 
nses  from  Brant  Rock,  an  exclamation  point 
m  the  magical  story  of  man's  achievement. 

Sentinel  over  aU,  towers  the  minaret  of 
Mmofs  Ledge  Ughthouse— a  spindle  against 
the  glow  of  the  aurora  boreaUs.    I  see  its 
flash  from  my  window  now  as  I  write.    One- 
four-three  is  the  signal;  saUor  men  call  it 
the  "I-love-you"  Ught.     "I  love  you!"  it 
flashes  over  the  threshing  waters   to   the 
incoming  liner;    "I  love  you!"  it  tells  my 
true  love  in  her  bedchamber;    "  I  love  you ! " 
it  blazes  to  the  fisher  lad  scudding  into  the 
sunset;    "I  love  you!"  it  assures  the  doubt- 
mg  maid.    So  it  stands,  a  beacon,  a  personal 
message  out  of  the  void  of  night.    It  is  right 
and  fit  that  it  should  be  so. 
And  now  the  stage  is  set;  on  with  the  play! 


CHAPTER  II 

IT  had  never  been  given  to  Cap'n  Bany 
to    fathom    the  vagaries  of   city  folk. 
Just  why  a  girl,  clad  only  in  a  bathing  suit 
that  revealed  an  astonishing  length  of  silken 
hosiery— only  in  a  bathing  suit,  and  a  sen- 
suous glory  of  brick-i«d  hair  that  rippled 
down  over  her  shoulders,  half  hiding  the 
foam-white  throat  and  arms,  should  sit  for 
two  mortal  hours  gazing  out  upon  the  incom- 
ing tide  in  Bass'  Cove  with  dreamy  eyes 
which  reflected  the  sapphire  of  the  sea— just 
why  she  should  sit  there  doing  that  and 
nothing  but  that,  was  past  his  comprehension. 
And  an  east  wind  blowing,  too!    Be  dinged 
if  he  could  see,  anyhow,  why  anybody'd 
wanter  splash  around  in  water  that  wam't 
much  warmer'n  the  inside  of  an  ice-cream 
freezei^-be  dinged  if  he  could  see  it! 

Upon  the  white  expanse  of  Peggotty  Beach 
the  girl's  was  the  only  figure.  F"om  his 
sunny  nook  in  the  lee  of  a  moss  shanty  the 
Cap'n  had  occasionally  craned  his  neck 
around  to  squint  at  her  over  the  shimmering 
ands.  'Twam't  that  he  were  curious,  as 
you  might  say,  but  he'd  been  noticing  her 
*  "3 
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for  several  days,  and  she  was  a  stranger,  and 
It  irritated  him  to  know  there  was  somebody 
m  Satuit  he  wam't  acquainted  with.  For 
he  knew  everything  about  everybody,  did  the 
C^P  n.  He  had  a  subtle  way,  aU  his  own, 
of  acquiring  information. 

He  pondered  the  situation  with  increasing 
annoyance,  until  finally  he  could  stand  it  no 
longer.    He  arose,  shook  out  his  pipe,  and 
went  over  to  the  girl. 
"Morning!"  he  greeted. 
Stirred  out  of  her  dreaminess,  she  glanced 
up  at  him  quickly.    The  sUght  movement 
set  the  sunhght  to  playing  strange  pranks 
in  the  bnck-red  hair;  the  sapphire  eyes  took 
in  the  aged,  weather-beaten  figure  and  the 
wrinkled,   leather-like  countenance   at   one 
sweep.    She  nodded,  and  smiled  brightly. 
"Good  morning!"  she  replied. 
"Ain't  you  cold?"    The  Cap'n  appraised 
her  scant  costume  uneasily 

"Cold?"  She  laughed,'  and  the  silken 
hmbs  vanished  sedately  beneath  her  bathing 
skirt.  "On  a  day  like  this?  Why,  it's 
glonous!  I've  been  sitting  here  perfectly 
fascinated  by  the  play  of  color  on  the  rocks 
over  there.  Those  big  ones  look  like  twin 
bons,  don't  they?     And  did  you  ever  see 
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SO  many  shades  of  reds,   and  blues,  and 
purples?" 

Instantly  the  Cap'n  indexed  her  and  filed 
her  away;  she  was  one  o'  them  artists. 
They  all  talked  like  that.  He'd  met  'em 
before— had  even  argued  with  'em  as  to  the 
color  of  them  same  rocks.  He  disdained  to 
go  into  the  matter  again. 

"One  o'  the  new  people,  ain't  you?"  he 
began  tactfully,  as  he  leaned  back  against 
a  near-by  dory. 

"New  people?"  the  girl  repeated.  "Oh, 
yes,  yes.  We've  been  here  only  a  week. 
This  is  our  first  simuner. " 

She  braced  herself  on  her  outstretched 
arms,  looking  up  into  his  face  with  a  quizzical 
expression  about  her  lips  and  a  demure  light 
in  the  depths  of  her  blue,  blue  eyes.  Instinc- 
tively the  Cap'n  recognized  that  here  was 
opportunity  for  the  display  of  all  his  mental 
adroitness,  his  diplomatic  deftness. 

"What  might  your  name  be?"  he  asked, 
subtly. 

"My  name?"  she  repeated.  "My  name 
is  Quain." 

"Quain?" 

"Quain,  yes— Cicely  Quain."  She  smiled. 
"Do  you  like  it?    I  adore  Cicely." 
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"TJen  you're  one  o'  the  folks  that's  moved 
into  tiiat  wnter  feUer's  place  on  Second  Cliff?  " 
otepping  Stones,  yes. " 

"Koiowed  when  he  built  it  he'd  never  be 
^  to  ke^  xt  up.    That  gray-haired  old 
woman  up  there  is  your  ma,  mebbe?" 
_      The  middle-aged  lady  with  white  hair 
IS  my  mother,  yes. ' ' 

J^^^  ti^*  feUer  with  aU  the  yeller  whiskers 
and  hail— he  s  your  husband,  mebbe?" 

There  v/as  a  deejiening  of  the  sun  flush  in 
the  gtfl  s  cheeks;  her  nose  crinkled,  and  she 
ktughed  outa^t.    She  shook  her  head  untU 

htXf^''"'^"^^*^'-^^^^ 

"No,-- she  said;    "I'm  not  married." 
Brother,  mebbe?" 

"No." 

"Just  aboarding  with  you?" 

"No;  he's  our  guest." 

The  Cap'n  had  a  subtle  way,  all  his  own 
of  acquinng  mformation.  He  showed  it  by 
his  next  question.  ' 

"What  might  his  name  be?' 

'His  name  is  von  Deip." 

"Von— which?" 

"Von  Derp-Mr.  August  von  Deip.    He's 
from  Holland." 
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"Dutchman,  huh!  I  don't  think  much  o' 
Dutchmen.  Used  to  be  a  Dutch  cook  on  a 
ship  with  me.  They  can't  cook  much." 
He  stroked  his  straggly  beard.  "Where  is 
your  pa?    Dead?" 

The  abruptness  of  the  question  startled 
the   girl   into   another   laugh.    The   Cap'n 
looked  down  upon  her  curiously,   vaguely 
astonished.    Dv^ky  gold  shadows  were  rac- 
ing through  her  hair;  the  sapphire  in  her 
eyes  changed  to  turquoise. 
"No.    My  father's  in  New  York." 
"Banker,  mebbe?" 
"No;  railroad  man." 

"Oh.    I  knowed  a  railroad  man  once.    He 
was    a    brakeman    on    the    New    Haven. 
Reckon,  mebbe,  you  wouldn't  have  knowed 
him?" 
"Possibly  not." 

"What  sort  o' job  has  your  pa  got?  Con- 
ductor, mebbe?" 

There  was  a  quick  crunching  of  gravel 
behind  them,  and  they  both  turned.  Coming 
toward  them  across  the  beach  was  a  young 
man,  immaculate  of  attire,  long  of  hair,  with 
a  strange  eagerness  in  his  dreamy  eyes.  The 
girl  rose  to  her  knees,  and  stared  in  aston- 
ishment. 
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"Skeets!"  she  esclaimed. 

"Helen!" 

"Wdl,  of  aU  people  on  earth!"  Sud- 
^enly  she  laughed,  came  to  her  feeTand  SS 
do^^  the  sla..t  of  the  beadx  tJw^^S 

''Helen!"  There  was  a  world  of  disao- 
pointment  in  Skeets'  tone  ^ 

wave  one  hand  mockingly,  then,  turning 
plunged  into  the  heart  of  a  billow.  It^  a 
m  nnnute  before  she  reappeami,  faTou? 

bdimd  her  hke  httle  brick-red  se^jents  as 
she  swam  steadily  out  into  thel^S  cove 
w^slow,  powerful  stroke.    TTie  To  Z 
st^  watchmg  her  in  dumb  amazement- 
the  old  man  and  the  young  man. 
Ill  be  dinged.'"  said  the  Cap'n 
Dammit!"  growled  Skeets. 
Their  eyes  met. 
"What  made  her  do  that?" 
''Because— because  she's  a  woman  " 
^Y^caUed  her  Helen,  didn't  you?" 

^.^hewas  just  atelling  me  her  name  was 
Came  a  sudden  blaze  into  the  dreamy  eyes 
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of  the  poet.  He  took  oflE  hir  hat  and  brushed 
back  a  long  forelock  with  one  pale,  lavender 
glove. 

"She  was  just  atelling  me  her  name—" 
the  Cap'n  insisted. 

"Say,  do  you  see  that  big  rock  way  over 
there?"  Skeets  demanded,  and  he  pointed 
off  toward  Third  Cliff.  "Well,  here's  a 
cigar.  You  go  over  and  sit  on  that  rock, 
and  smoke  that  cigar.  When  I  need  you.  I'll 
call  you."  '     ' 

The  Cap'n  took  the  cigar  mechanically  and 
stared  at  it  perplexed.  What  was  this  young 
feUer  adriving  at?  Mebbe  he  didn't  want 
him  aioimd!  WeU,  by  gravy,  he  could  take 
a  hint  if  anybody  could;  and  besides  it 
looked  like  a  good  dgar,  so  he  took  it  thrif  tUy 
and  went,  deeply  aggrieved.  Be  dinged  if  he 
could  understand  city  folks  anyhow— be 
dinged  if  he  could! 

Left  alone,  Skeets  took  up  a  moody  vigil 
on  the  beach,  waiting  angrily  until  such  time 
as  It  should  please  Helen— there,  I've  let  it 
out!  I  beg  your  pardon,  reaUy!— until  such 
time  as  it  should  please  Cicely  to  come  in. 
Now  she  was  visible  as  a  wave  lifted  her 
to  its  top;  then  she  would  vanish  behind  a 
smuous  crest  of  the  waters,  and  his  heart 
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would  Stand  Still  unta  she  reappeared.    After 
a  lontr,  long  time  she  began  swimming  inshore 
agam;  finally  she  was  within  hailing  distance. 
Helen!"  he  called  pleadingly. 
"My  name  is  not  Helen,"  she  replied. 
"Cicely!"  *^ 

"Miss  Quain,  if  you  please." 
"Miss  Quain,  then.    Please  come  in. " 
''I'm  not  coming  in  until  you  go  away." 

.    ".,^^  ^'"^  °°*  S°P8  away  until  you  come 
m. 

Skeets  sat  down  grimly. 
"Very  weU;  I  shaU  not  come  in  at  aU 
I U  remam  out  here  in  this  cold  water  untU 
I  take  cramps  and  drown."    She  turned  and 
paddled  toward  the  open. 

"Helen!"    She  swam  on.    "Cicely'"   She 
swam  on.    "Miss  Quain!"    She  looked  back. 
1  have  something  I  must  say  to  you. " 
"  I  don't  want  to  hear  it. " 
"I  won't  go  until  you  do  hear  it  " 
"VeiyweU;  I'U  drown." 
She  swam  on  steadily.    Skeets  took  oflE 
im  perfectly  good  hat  and  slammed  it  down 
upon  the  beach  violently,  then  picked  it  up. 
shook  the  sand  out  of  it,  and  jammed  it  back 
on  his  head.    Perched  on  a  distant  rock,  like 
a  crow  on  a  limb,  old  Cap'n  Bany  cackled 


"I  LOVE  YOU!' 


lat 


Be  dinged  if  he  could  understand 


dryly, 
'em! 

Skeets  started  away  angril/. 
''I'm  going!"  he  flung  over  his  shoulder. 
Oh,  don't  rush  away  on  my  account." 
Cioely  taunted.    "I'd  just  as  soon  drown!" 
Skeets  knew  the  indomitable  will  beneath 
that  glory  of  red  hair,  and  dumb  with  anger 
at  the  unreasonableness  of  her  attitude,  he 
swung  along  the  short  curving  road  that  led 
from  Peggotty  Beach  to  Stepping  Stones. 
He  d  explam  that  affair  of  the  garter  to  Helen 
If— if— hang  It,  if  he  had  to  stick  around  aU 
summer!    She  had  whisked  away  from  New 
York  before  he'd  had  a  chance  to  even  see 
bet;  and  now  he'd— he'd  make  her  listen! 

Stepping  Stones  was  a  rather  more  preten- 
tious place  than  its  neighbors— a  very  modem 
cottage,  with  a  very  old  well-sweep  on  one 
side  and  a  very  new  Italian  garden  on  the 
othei--mcongruous  to  a  degree.  In  one 
corner  of  the  sloping  lawn  an  embowered 
bevmed  study  building  nestled.  Thrown 
across  the  lawn  in  crescent  shape  were 
the  huge  bowlders  which  gave  the  place  its 
name. 

Skeets  was  possessed  of  only  one  idea  in 
the  wide  world— to  see  and  talk  to  Helen's 
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"^"-  ,i'«7"  «»vinced  that  his  tale  of 
things  might  be  possible.    So  intent  wis  he 

dnve  as  he   turned   in.    Involuntarily   he 
^r«tt'°'«^^**'^— °'th\^ 

£S's:Seri;t^hifSSfe.xs: 

STh  *^j^  J°-«n  Icol.  about  h£ 
Skeets  decided.  His  hair  was  lather  lone 
wavy,  and  of  a  pale  blond  cast-^S 
^on  colored;  his  beard,  exquisitely^^* 
and  pointed,  was  of  the  same  cotor.  but  tf 

S^L!  ?.^°^  ^^^'  ^'  bro^s.  deh? 
cate  as  pencil  hnes  and  pale  as  his  hair  were 
hfted  mqumngly  now.  opening  wide  L^ 

^r^.'^*^'"'  Yes.  hang  it.  they  ^ 
brown!  There  was  a  mathematical  courtesy 
m  his  mamier,  and  indefinable  sav^ 
Eu^^boulevanis  in  the  trivial  niSti^^ 

"^ifriHaiSri;?^"^^- 

Mrs.  Quain  Uves  here."  rephed  the 
stranger.  He  raised  his  hat.  ThTwasno 
accent  m  his  speech,  but  the  precise  UtSe 
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twist  of  a  man  who  speaks  perfecUy  some 
langtiage  other  than  his  own. 

"Stupid  of  me,"  Skeets  apologized.  "I 
mean  Mrs.  Quain,    Thank  you." 

The  stranger  nodded,  lifted  his  hat  again, 
and  strolled  off  down  the  road  toward  Peg- 
gotty  Beach.  There  was  a  little  of  perplexity 
m  his  eyes;  and  something  more  than  that— 
a  subtle,  sardonic  amusement.  Skeets  stood 
looking  after  him  untU  he  vanished  at  the 
turn  in  the  road.  Not  once  did  the  stranger 
look  back. 

Mrs.  Hamilton— really,  I  beg  your  pardon! 
—Mrs.  Quain,  beautiful  in  her  maturity  with 
the  complexion  of  an  apple-cheeked  girl  and 
snow-white  hair,  received  Skeets  with  a  little 
surprised  air  that  was  almost  a  welcome. 

"WeU!"  she  greeted  him.  "How  came 
you  here?" 

^^  "I  don't  know,"  Skeets  repUed  gloomily. 
"That  is,  of  course,  I'm  here  because  Helen 
—I  mean  Cicely,  you  know— she  is  here, 
but — " 

His  voice  died  away  of  its  own  accord; 
the  poetic  eyes  reflected  a  settled  melancholy. 
Perchance  there  came  to  him  a  haunting 
thought  of  that  yeUow-topped  exquisite  whom 
he  had  passed  in  the  drive. 
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"But  how  did  you  learn  where  we  were?" 
Mrs.  Quaia  insisted.    "How  did  you  find 

"It  was  rather  curious,  since  I  come  to 

S  '*'"  '""  **>«  "PJy-  "Some  one 
caued  me  on  the  telephone  yesterday  after- 
noon m  New  York  and  told  me  you  and  your 
daughter  were  here  under  the  name  of  Quain 
and-and  I  came.  I  don't  know  who  it  was 
at  the  phone;  I  had  been  so  anxious  to  find 
you  that  I— I  forgot  to  ask." 

"Curious,"  Mrs.  Quain  commented  lan- 
guidly.   "The  only  person   in   New  York 
Who  knew  our  whereabouts  is  my  husband 
and  he  wouldn't  have—"  ' 

"I  can  readily  believe  that, "  Skeets  agreed 
gnmly.    He  poked  a  pale  lavender  finger 
into  the  crown  of  his  hat  and  spun  it  dreamily 
"He  doesn't  like  me." 

"And  yet— you  caUed  here?"  Mrs.  Quain 
reminded  him-. 

"Yes,  I  called  because  Helen— that  is 
Cicely— oh,  you  know!" 

And  before  Skeets  realized  just  what  he 
was  doing  he  unbosomed  himself  to  the 
mother  of  this  girl  he  loved.  She  listened  in 
silaice  to  the  end,  without  astonishment, 
without  approval,  with  a  slight  smile  on  her 
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lips,  and  a  far^iway  look  in  her  eyes— listen- 
ing  to  all  of  it,  hopes,  plans,  elopement,  every- 
wing.  At  length  Skeets  stopped  taUdns 
because  there  was  nothing  else  to  say. 

"I  have  very  curious  ideas  about  love  and 
mamage,  Mr.  Gaunt,"  she  remarked.  "I 
believe  a  girl  should  marry  the  man  she  loves. 
Isn  t  that  old-fashioned?" 

"Then?"  and  a  great  light  of  hope  illu- 
mmed  the  poet's  face. 

"I  didn't  know  of  the  attempted  elopement, 
but  if  I  had  known  I  doubt  if  I  should  have 
interfered,  because-well,  I'm  old-fashioned, 
I  suppose.  And  I  knew  she-Helen— 
Cicely—" 

"Knew  she  loved  me?"  Skeets  interrupted 
IVfai.  Quain  shrugged  her  shapely  shoulders. 
However,  my  husband  has  ideas  of  his 
own,"  she  continued.  "I  should  never 
actively  oppose  his  wishes.  He  objects  to 
you;  It  IS  not  my  place  to  question  why. 
You  should  not  have  come  here. " 

"But—but-"  Skeets  stammered,  "you 
—after  what  you've  said,  you're  not  going 
to  send  me  away?" 

"I  couldn't  send  you  away  if  I  would— 
that  IS,  away  from  the  village,"  she  pointed 
""*     "  I  don't  know  that  I  should  even  have 
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the  courage  to  forbid  you  the  house,  although 
perhaps  I  should." 

"And  besides,"  Skeets  rushed  on,  "you 
and  your  daughter  are  here  alone.  You'll 
need  some  man  about  to — er— to— "  What 
the  deuce  did  women  ever  need  men  about 
for? 

"We  have  one  man  about  now,"  Mrs 
Quain  told  him.  "A  Mr.  von  Derp.  As  f 
understand  it,  he  is  to  remain  with  us  aU 
simuner. " 

"Von  Derp!"  Skeets*  thoughts  instantly 
reverted  to  the  yellow-topped  stranger.  "You 
mean  the  young  man  I  met  in  the  drive- 
way?" 

"Probably  you  met  him.  He  went  out 
just  before  you  came  in." 

"Who  is  he,  anyhow?"  Skeets  demanded. 

"I  don't  know,  I'm  sure,"  Mrs.  Quain 
repUed,  "except  that  he's  from  Holland- 
Amsterdam,  I.  think-and  is  the  son  of  a 
busmess  associate  of  my  husband's  there 
I  don't  know  why,"  she  added  resignedly, 
he  should  have  been  unloaded  on  us  in  this 
little  place  to  entertain  all  summer.  Why, 
we  haven't  even  a  fourth  hand  at  bridge. " 

From  the  screened  veranda  where  they 
sat  they  saw  Cicely  and  von  Derp  turn  into 
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the  driveway-the  girl  in  her  dripping  bath- 
ing  smt  and  he,  immaculate,  leaning  uligfatly 
toward  her  and  talking  eamestST^  ^ 
Invduntarily  Skeets'  nervous  fingere  closed. 
U  JL  °°t«i  the  movement.  sUght  as 

"1  think,  perhaps,  he  affects  me  that  way. 
too.  "she  said.  "I  can't  get  over  the  im^I 
aon  that  he  could  faU  violently  in  love  with 
any  woman  who  was  rich  enough  " 

Looking  up  quickly,  as  if  at  the  suggestion 

°1^Z  ^'.  ^^^  "^^  Skeets^looked 
rtaraed  then  darted  in  a  side  entrance  which 
M  to  her  room.  Von  Derp  came  in  the 
fitmt  way,  and  through  to  where  his  hostess 
and  Skeets  sat.  ««»» 

"Mr.  Gaunt,  a  New  York  friend— Mr 
von  Derp  of  Holland." 

"Oiamed,  I'm  sure,"  von  Deip,  smiling 

revealed  firm  white  teeth.    "If  I'm  not  mis^ 

taken,  Mr.  Gaunt,  I  saw  a  likeness  of  you  in 

a  New  York  newspaper  a  few  days  since?" 

Perhaps,"  Skeets  assented,  with  some- 

tiMg  vaguely  antagonistic  in  his  manner. 

^t  was  on  the  occasion  of  my  arrest  chawed 

witii  the  theft  of  a  jeweled  garter  and  <rf  a 

certam  Miss  Hamilton's  jewels." 

"I   congratulate  you    upon   your--what 
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"^  I  say?"  said  von  Deip.  "It  was  a 
ridiculous  aflEair  altogether.  I  must  apologize 
for  staring  when  I  met  you  in  the  drive  It 
was  then  that  I  had  my  fiiBt  impression  of 
having  seen  you  before. " 

Mrs.  Quain  sent  a  telegram  to  her  husband: 

"Keats  Gaunt  has  found  us  here.  Refuses  to  be 
•entaway.    What  shaU  we  do?"  »«»  »  oe 

To  which  her  husband  replied: 

"Isenthmittere.  Make  him  your  guest  whfle  he 
^T^J^^^  every  opportunity  of  being  with 
Ucely,    Match  between  them  is  absolutely  necessary." 

Mrs.  Quain  opened  her  beautiful  eyes  in 
astonishment. 
J' WeU    anyway,"  she  observed  placidly, 
he  U  make  a  fourth  hand  at  bridge. " 


CHAPTER  in 

WITH  Caiatham  light  hard  down  astern, 
and  Race  Point  light  aport,  the  motor 
boat  Pyramid  swung  in  a  wide  semicircle, 
and  pointed  her  slender  nose  ahnoet  due 
west,  questioning  the  darkness  with  a  tentacle 
of  flame  from  her  powerful  searcfalamp.  She 
slackened  on  the  turn,  and  then,  straightened 
out,  her  engines  roared  as  her  throttle  was 
opened,  and  with  quickened  speed  she  went 
smashing  on  through  the  sinister  green  waters, 
the  phosphorescent  ruffle  at  her  bow  gleam- 
ing like  white  teeth,  and  traiUng  away  into 
nothingness  in  her  wake. 

Through  the  gaunt  rigging  of  fishing  craft 
huddled  like  sheep  at  anchor  were  small, 
twinkling,  detached  stars;  and  this  was  Prov- 
incetown  by  night.  More  than  once  the  man 
at  the  Pyramid^ s  hehn,  himself  an  impalpa- 
ble part  of  the  surrounding  gloom,  glanced 
toward  the  town  which  hangs  on  the  tail  of 
Cape  Cod;  and  a  dozen  times  he  turned 
flatly  to  stare  astern.  Twice  he  extended  a 
hand  and  touched  the  throttle  as  if  to  dow 
his  engine,  but  each  time  changed  his  xnind. 
Came  at  last,  far  behind,  that  which  he 
*  139 
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W  evidently  been  expecting-a  sudden  buret- 

Sf  »  ?  "^^ou  ^°*^  searchlight,  low  on 
the  waters.    Obviously,  from  the  dip  of  the 

3  '  f^  too  was  a  motor  boat;  and  obvi- 
ously, too  here  was  some  new  game  of  hare 
^d  hound  The  Pyrami/ played  it  her  o^ 
S         J^  ^^^  ^°^«^  suddenly,  her 

around  Race  Point  like  a  curving  arrow  the 
pumung  light  drt,pping  off  asteX^^JJe 
to  this  course  she<  held  until  the  light  reap- 
Peared;  until  her  own  light  showed  S 
ahead  a  swann  of  smaU  craft  bobbing  at 
anchor  m  Provmcetown  haven 

Danger  to  his  own  craft,  or  those  about 
him,  was  apparently  of  Uttle  moment  to  the 
hdmsman  of  the  P^amia.    Bearing  straight 
doTOi  upon  the  half  hundred  or  more  sail- 
boats and  smaU  vessels  of  the  swarm,  he 
pressed  three  buttons  one  after  the  other  and 
^  hghte  died-the  searehHght  first,  then  the 
red  port,   and   the  green  starboani.    Still 
there  was  a  faint  glow  from  the  cabin;  he 
touched  a  fourth  button  and  that,  too  wa^ 
^ingmshed.    From   a  distance  ;hrk^ 
^  If  the  Pyramid  had  dropped  anchor  and 
made  aiug  for  the  night-obviously  an  effect 
calculated  to  throw  the  hound  off  thTtSS 
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But  the  Pyramid  didn't  slow.  Like  some 
black  leviathan  of  the  deep  she  went  plunging 
on  through  utter  darkness,  her  hehnsman 
staring  ahead  tensely  with  only  the  night 
lights  of  other  craft  to  guide  him.  Through 
the  outer  edge  of  the  patch  of  vessels  she 
wriggled  on,  rubbing  shoulders  with  a  dory 
here,  and  a  catboat  there,  and  a  launch 
yonder— on  and  on  through  until  came  clear 
water  ahead. 

Then  and  not  until  then  did  the  hehnsman 
glance  back.  Ah^dy  the  powerful  Ught  of 
the  pursuing  motor  boat  had  touched  the 
outer  fringe  of  th.  Uttle  fleet,  and  she  was 
slowing.  Abrupt  he  PyramU  came  Bxound 
to  her  hehn  on  tL  starboard  tack,  straight- 
ened out,  her  engines  crackled,  and  she 
leaped  ahead  like  a  thing  of  life.  The  hare 
had  doubled;  the  hound  seemed  hopelessly 
entangled  in  the  mess  of  small  craft.  Observ- 
ing all  of  which,  the  hehnsman  of  the  Pyramid 
smiled,  grimly. 

"I  think  perhaps  that  will  keep  that  chap 
busy  for  an  hour  or  so,"  he  remarked. 

All  her  own  lights  extinguished,  an  excess  of 
caution  perhaps  now,  the  Pyramid  ran  on 
bUndly  through  the  darkness  with  only  the 
polar  star  to  guide  her.    Mile  after  mile 
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Ae  laid  behmd  her.  her  nose  pomtiag  nor'- 
wrat-by-west,  her  helmsman  staring  ahead 
and  smoldng  idly.    In  fifteen  minutes  he 
should  pick  up  Minot's  Ledge  light;  then  it 
wouM  be  easy  to  make  either  Satuit  harbor. 
orBass  Cove,  which  his  chart  told  him  ky 
betwe^  Second  and  Thinl  Cliffs.    There  he 
S    I'e  up  for  the  night,  fill  his  gasoline 
tank,  and  be  away  early  with  a  fair  chance. 
"I  love  you!"  '■"«u«5. 

The  flashes  of  isiinofs  Ledge  light-<me- 
four-three-^came  at  last  faintly,  low  over 

^J!?"!.'^^*^-  The  hehmman  nodded 
understandmgly.  Ten  minutes  later  a  glow- 
mg  speck  on  Third  Cliff  reached  him;  another 
tea  minutes  and  similar  glowing  specks  ap- 
reared  on  Second  Cliff.  Within  iSTthS 
an  hour  the  diffs  themselves  bulked  ca  either 
aae  Of  hun,  and  running  dose  up  to  the  beach 
hecartandior.    It  would  be  only  a  question 

boat  reahzed  the  trick  that  had  been  played- 
but  It  wwild  probably  have  to  beat  up  the 
coast  to  find  him,  and  meanwhile  there  was 
a  good  night's  rest  ahead. 

The  clo<^  on  the  Uttle  white  church  in 
batuit  was  booming  eleven  as  the  hehnsman 
having  made  all  snug  for  the  night,  went 
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bdow.  With  one  hand  he  fumbled  for  an 
instant  in  the  darkness  of  the  cabin,  then  the 
electric  lights  flamed  and  he  stood  blinking 
in  their  glare,  dender,  almost  boyish  in  figure, 
lithe,  powerful,  sinewy— built  like  a  steel 
bridge.  His  face  was  youthful,  his  hair 
thick  and  wavy,  his  eyes  brown. 

"I'll  take  one  look  at  this  thing,  anyway, 
before  I  turn  in, "  he  remarked. 

From  a  drawer  of  the  gravity  table  he 
produced  a  photograph  and,  dropping  down 
on  a  stool  beside  the  table,  he  fell  to  study- 
ing it.  It  seemed  to  be  a  representation  of 
a  personal  ornament  of  some  sort— a  dark 
ribbon,  edged  with  a  contrasting  color  and 
overlaid  with  shields  of  gold  upon  each  of 
which  appeared  to  be  a  motto.  "Honi  soil 
qui  mat  y  pensel"  He  spelled  it  out  labori- 
oudy  with  the  aid  of  a  magnifying  glass.  In 
each  of  the  shields  a  stone  of  some  sort  was 
set— it  was  impossible  to  tell  what  kind  they 
were  from  the  picture;  and  there  was  a  pen- 
dant representing  St.  George  and  the  Dragon. 

"I  don't  think  there's  the  slightest  doubt 
but  what  it  is  the  same,"  he  mused.  "If 
it  is!" 

He  produced  a  long  pocketbook  from  an 
inside  pocket  of  his  coat,  and  drew  from  it  a 
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Wwrapped  something  which  he  opened  ' 
It  was  the  Countess  of  Salisbury's  S^] 

Sr  Tr  ^  ^'  ^*  ""otionlerdS 
the  photograph,  detaU  by  detail    wi^Tth! 

jeweled  trifle  which  he  li  ^^  ^e 

tt^"""?-.  At  length  he^ro2^41^' 
the  photograph  in  the  drawer  of  the  ^Tku 

or  r ;^r"  *«°  ^^  po<^e,  an?:t^' 

out  on  deck  for  a  final  look  around.    Five 
minutes  later  he  was  sound  asleep 

The  dock  on  the  little  white  chuni  in 
tiie  vdkge  struck  twelve,  then  one.  th^^ 

of  Brant  Rock,  headed  for  Bass'  Cove     f>, 

ten  minutes,  and  came  a  hail: 
"  Motor  boat,  ahoy ! " 

-o?^^r"*''"'"°'*'^^^'"«^ 
"Hey  there,  aboard  the  Pyramid/" 
The  sleepmg  man  awoke  suddenly   listen 
mg;  mstmctively  he  reached  for^e  eSc 
-t^.  but  he  didn't  t„™it-h:t5; 
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"Hey,  you  PyramidJ" 
Through  the  portholes  of  the  Pyramid  the 
glare  of  the  searchlight  poured  in  thin  streams. 
For  a  scant  second  the  face  of  the  man  in 
her  cabin  was  illtunined.  Dead  white  it  was, 
the  colorless  lips  closed,  the  eyes  narrowed, 
the  chin  thrust  forward.  Silently  as  a  snake 
he  slid  out  of  his  berth,  pulled  open  the 
drawer  of  a  locker,  and  took  up  a  revolver. 
It  was  loaded,  he  knew  that — it  was  always 
loaded!  Facing  the  sliding  door  which  led 
to  the  deck,  he  stepped  back  until  he  rested 
against  the  forward  wall  of  the  cabin,  and 
there  he  crouched,  the  revolver  in  his  right 
hand,  his  left  resting  on  the  electric  switch. 

"If  it's  a  bomb,  they've  got  me!"  he 
muttered.    "Otherwise,  I  have  a  chance!" 

The  engine  of  the  other  motor  boat  was 
still  now.  Came  a  squeak  of  davits  as  her 
tender  was  lowered;  then  the  splash  of  oars, 
and  finally  the  Pyramid  rock^l  slightly  as 
the  tender  bumped  gently  on  her  port.  Still 
the  man  in  the  cabin  was  motionless! 

There  was  the  muffled  soimd  of  feet  on 
the  deck  as  one,  two  men  scrambled  over  the 
rail;  then  the  hissing  of  their  boots  across 
the  canvas  floorcloth,  the  lajring  of  a  hand 
on  the  door  of  the  cabin,  and  it  slid  back. 
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J^.  th«  wa.  ol»cu«d  by  a  mov^J 

«m  so  tlut  he  could  barely  distinguiah  the 

-J?  iTS    r***  '*'^^  lined  for  his  biW 
—so  his  hands  went  up.  ^^^ 

^•OBB^ewlor  came  back  to  his  cheeks. 
^^t^  eyes  opened  slightly,  the^ 

«I?^^u"  ""*.*!'««  '^  a  note  of  astonish- 
mejt  m  h.  voice,  "it's  Detective  £S. 

"{^."  was  the  response. 
threat«S/°^.^^°°'   '^^^y'"  and  the 

«nd  he  «c»d  «id,  to  .dDui  a.  ^. 
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looking  penon  with  gimlet-like  eyes,  "to 
mtrodttce  Mr.  George  HamngtcS^  Leigh^ 
•^  The  Hawk     Mr.  Dex^^e  tooirti,e 

t^Sl,Y^^}^   ~*"'^^'    "»   ^ 

.JS°*^?  ^"^^  ^^^^"  There  was 
ajmost  a  welcome  in  the  manner  of  the  pajama- 

Scotland  Yard  operators.  However,"  and 
he  smiled  pleasantly,  "Mr.  Menjdith  is  in 
enw  as  to  my  name.  I'm  afraid  he  mistakes 
me  for  some  one  else? " 

xJ'^ffl".  '^®"  ^^  *°  ironic  courtesy  in 
Mer^th's  tone.  "And  what  namTdS  S 
please  you  to  wear  now?" 

"It  pleases  me  to  be  known  as  Bruce 
Colquhoun,  if  ifs  all  the  same  to  you?" 

«f.J5^*^-^°i'"^*'*'^~^-"  Meredith 
Stored  at  him  for  a  moment,  then,  laughing, 
picked  up  the  revolver  from  the  tabl^^t 

has  taken  me  six  years  to  land  you.  It  was 
a  long  chase,  eh?" 


CHAPTER  IV 
"liriTH  many  and  diven  creature  com. 
Jl»\.  T^  generously  provided  from  the 
**":^«i«*"«y  of  the  Pyramif  spread  out 
on  the  table  between  them,  the  three  men  sat 
down  in  appwent  amity  to  thresh  out  the 
mattwrnhand.  It  may  have  been  accident, 
but  It  probably  wasn't,  that  caused  Detect 
ttves  Meredith  and  Dexter  to  choose  those 
seats  nearest  the  companionway  which  led 

aUy  barred  aU  egress  to  their  pajama^lad 
host-thi.  self-styled  Bruce  Colq^2o^ 

There  was  complacent  gratification  in  Mere- 
dith  s  manner  as  he  drained  his  ghiss  and 

watehful  ngidity  in  the  attitude  of  the  Scot^ 
^d  Yaid  man.  Dexter,  whose  eyes,  never 
for  a  moment,  left  those  of  their  host;  and 
Cdquhoun  hmiself  seemed  merely  curious. 
Certainly  th^  was  no  other  visible  emotion, 
not  a  trace  of  anxiety,  or  uneasiness,  or  even 
or  impatience. 
J  You    know.    Leigh."    Meredith    began 

"Colquhoun.  please." 
i3« 
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You  know,  Colquhoun,"  Meredith  cor- 
rected  himself,  "there  was  a  widespread  and 
weU^tablished  belief  that  you  were  dead 
until  the  other  night  when  old  Daddy  Heinz 
was  found  murdered  in  his  place  in  West 
Thutieth  Street.  I  don't  think  I  am  incor- 
rect when  I  say  that  the  search  for  The  Hawk 
was  at  an  end.  But  certain  discoveries  were 
made  in  the  examination  of  Daddy  Heinz* 
place  which—" 

"Before  you  go  on,"  Colquhoun  inter- 
nipted,  "let  me  ask  who  Daddy  Heinz  is— 
or  was?" 

iiv^  ^°"''®  *°^*^  *°  °^®  trouble,  after 
all?  the  detective  questioned.  He  shook 
his  head  in  obvious  disappointment.  "Does 
rt  happen,  by  any  chance,  that  you've  ever 
seen  this?" 

He  produced  a  badly  worn,  curious  little 
leather-bound  book  and,  without  opening  it 
OT  relinquishing  it,  held  it  up  before  the  eyes 
of  the  young  man.  At  last  Colquhoun  sig- 
nified a  casual  negative. 

"I  have  no  recollection  whatever  of  ever 
having  seen  it. " 

"Well,  ru  tell  you  what  it  is!"  Meredith 
leaned  forward  suddenly  and  brought  a 
great   fist   down   on   the   table.    "It's  old 
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Daddy  Heinz'  account  book— absolute  proof 
that    The    Hawk  was  alive   on  June   17 
eight  days    ago!     The    last    entry,    made 
the    day    Daddy    Heinz    was    murdered 
reads:    'Advanced  to  Hawk,  |i,ooo!' "    He 
paused. 

"Well?"    queried    Colquhoun.        "What 
about  it?" 

"On  the  strength  of  that  entry  search  for 
The  Hawk  was,  renewed,"   and   Meredith 
flung  a  hand  impatiently  at  his  host.    "I 
put  practicaUy  every  plain-clothes  man  in 
New  York  on  the  job.    Three  days  ago  one 
of  them  discovered  that  a  man  answering 
the  description  of  The  Hawk,  except  in  one 
nunor  particular,   had   purchased   a  large 
powerful  motor  boat— the  Lizzie  Ann—axid 
had  vanished  in  it  up  Long  Island  Sound. 
We  chartered  another  motor  boat  and  started 
in  pursuit,  Dexter  and  I,  with  a  pilot.    We 
picked  up  the  first  trace  of  the  Lizzie  Ann 
at  New  London,  where, "  he  spoke  measuiedly 
impressively,  "where  we  learned  that  the  old 
name  had  been  painted  out  and  a  new  one— 
the  Pyramid — painted  on!" 
Colquhoun  smiled  charmingly 
"Just  between  us  now,  man  to  man,"  he 
asked,  "if  you  had  bought  a  good  looking 
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motor  boat  named  the  UzbU  Ann  wouldn't 
you  have  changed  the  name  of  it?" 

The  frivolous  tone  irritated  Meredith,  and 
brought  a  flush  to  his  cheeks.  That  com- 
placent  gratification,  bom  of  the  belief  that 
quairy  long  sought  had  surrendered  without 
a  fight,  vanished. 

"We  were  not  more  than  three  hours 
behmd  you  into  Martha's  Vineyard,  and 
only  two  hours  at  Siasc  ^,  where  you 
TF^^^^  gasoline,"  he  went  on  in 
deted.  We  sighted  you  off  Chatham  light, 
and  foUowed  you  around  Race  Point,  where 
we  lost  you.  I  had  an  impression  you'd 
make  for  Boston,  so  we  swept  up  the  coast 
until— well,  here  we  are. " 

"And  now  that  you  are  here,"  ronarked 
Colquhoun  quietly  as  he  flicked  the  ashes 
fromhis  cigarette,  "just  what  do  you  want?" 
We  want  you!" 
"The  charge  against  me  being—?" 
"TTiere  are  several, "  the  detective  declared 
Jf^L   "l^'  "»°P"«ty  in  the  murder 
fh  ?^  ft,    ^=  '^^^'  «»npliaty  in  the 
theft  of  the  Brokaw  Hamilton  jewels,  which 
was  distmctly  in  the  manner  of  The  Hawk- 
again,  a  possible  connection  with  the  disap- 
pearance of  a  certain  jeweled  garter.    Going 
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back  some  six  or  seven  yeara,  we  want  you 
for  the  Miller  jewel  robberies  aggregating  a 
hundred  thousand  dollars;  and  the  Kendrick 
affair,  and  the  disappearance  of  the—" 

"That's  quite  enough,"  the  young  man 
interrupted.  "I  gather  from  all  you've  said 
that  this  person  whom  you  call  The  Hawk 
is  really  wanted.  And  you  say  I  am  The 
Hawk?" 

"I  mtended  to  convey  some  such  impres- 
sion," remarked  Meredith,  curtly.  "You're 
not  going  to  deny  it,  are  you?" 

"WeU,  before  you  take  me,  before  you  so 
much  as  lay  a  finger  on  me,  be  sure  I  am  The 
Hawk!"  Some  curious  change  had  come 
into  Colquhoun's  manner.  "And  one  other 
little  thing.    You  have  a  warrant,  of  course?  " 

"Yes." 

"Issued  in  the  state  of  New  York?" 

"Right." 

"Well,  don't  get  excited  and  forget  that  I 
am  now  in  the  state  of  Massachusetts,  and  if 
it  comes  to  a  showdown  your  warrant  is 
worthless  here. "  He  paused  to  light  a  fresh 
cigarette.  "I  have  no  intention  of  being 
disagreeable,  but—  Sit  down  again,  and 
let's  talk  it  all  over.    There's  no  hurry. ' ' 

Detective  Meredith  obeyed  the  command 
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automaticaUy.  Vaguely  he  felt  somehow 
that  he  was  losing  ground;  and  once  he 
glanced  uneasily  at  Dexter.  Imperturbabl. 
M  ever,  the  Scotland  Yard  man  was  merely 
starmg  straight  into  Colquhoun's  eyes. 
V  "^.?T' "  *"*^  Colquhoun  became  the  inquis- 
itor,  do  you  know  personaUy  this  individual 
whom  you  call  The  Hawk?  " 
"I  do,  yes." 

''You  know  him  well,  I  suppose?" 
"I've  seen  him  twice."     Mei«dith  failed 
to  exhibit  any  enthusiasm  as  he  answered. 
Only  twice!    And  how  long  ago  was  that? 
ocme  SIX  years,  I  imagine?" 
"Six  years,  yes;  but—" 
"Just  a  moment,   please.    You  have  a 
photograph  of  him?" 

'There's  not  a  photograph  of  him  in  the 
world,  so  far  as  any  one  knows. " 
"But  you  have,  of  course,  a  minute  descrio- 
tionofhim?"  ^ 

Meredith  nodded  emphaticaUy,  but  it  was 
Dexter  who  produced  the  printed  slip  which, 
half  a  dozen  years  previously,  had  been  sent 
broadcast  over  the  world.  Colquhoun  shifted 
his  gaze  to  the  Scotland  Yard  man. 

'I  Would  you  mind  reading  it?  "  he  inquired. 
Brown,  wavy  hair,"  said  Dexter. 


144 


MY  LADY'S  QARTER 


III     I 


"Right!"  said  Colquhoun. 
•'r«t)wn  eyes." 

aCS. 

"Clear  olive  complexioo." 

"Yes." 

"Straight  nose. 

"Yes." 

"Meditun  mouth,  with  rather  full  lips." 

"Correct."    This  from  Meredith, 

"Perfect  teeth." 

Colquhoun  answered  in  the  affirmative  by 
smiling  again. 

"Number  8  shoe." 

Detective  Meredith  picked  up  one  of  a 
pair  beside  the  berth  and  examined  it. 

"Seven  and  a  half,"  he  said. 

"Number  7  hat." 

Opening  a  locker  beside  him,  Colquhoun 
took  out  a  stiff  hat  and  passed  it  to  Mere- 
dith. 

"Seven  and  an  eighth,"  he  read. 

"Seven  glove."  Dexter  was  reading  mo- 
notonously, raising  his  eyes  each  time  to 
meet  those  of  Colquhoun. 

"Correct,"  Colquhoun  admitted. 

"  Carnage  straight. " 

"Right."    This,  too,  from  Colquhoun. 

"About  five  feet  ten  inches  tall." 
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"Five  feet  ten  and  a  quarter,"  Colquhoun 
corrected. 

"Weight  about-"  For  the  first  time 
thae  was  a  change  in  Dexter's  expixjssion, 
and  he  raised  his  eyes  to  Colquhoun. 

"I  said  the  description  was  perfect  except 
in  one  minor  detail,"  Meredith  reminded 
tiiem.  "This  thing  of  weight  is  the  excep- 
tion. 

Colquhoun  nodded  and  arose. 
^  "The  description  says,"  Dexter  told  them, 
that  his  weight  was  about  one  hundred  and 
eighty  pounds. " 

' '  I  weigh  just  one  hundred  and  forty-seven  " 
said  Colquhoun.  ' 

"That's  of  no   consequence,"   Meredith 
asserted.    "Any  man  may  lose  weight." 

For  half  a  minute,  perhaps,  the  young  man 
stood  motionless  and  silent,  staring  at  the 
two  detectives.    Dexter  mechanicaUy  folded 
the  printed  slip  and  tucked  it  away;  Mere- 
dith  s  eyes  were  blazing. 
''That's  aU  of  it?"  Colquhoun  demanded. 
'Except  that  I've  seen  you  twice,"  Mere- 
dith  pointed  out;  "except  for  the  manner  of 
your  disappearance  from  New  York;  except 
for  the  fact  that  you  changed  the  name  of 
your   boat— and   in   addition  there  are  a 
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liTf?!?''*"'^  *^8^'  °°«  °f  tli«n  being 
the  fact  that  you  knew  me  and  caUed  me  by 
name  when  I  entered  this  cabin. " 
"I  have  seen  your  picture  in  half  a  dozen 

^r^r^T,'^,**'^  *^^  ''^  ^  comiection 
with    the   Brokaw   Hamilton   jewel   case," 
Colquhoun  told  him,  quietly.    "Is  it  so  ve^ 
cunous,  after  all.  that  I  should  know  you?" 
Why  did  you  run  away  from  us,  then?" 
That  IS  for  you  to  find  out. "    Suddenly 
Colquhoun  leaned  across  the  table,  resting 
^  his  hands  his  face  not  more  than  uZ 
feet    from    Meredith's.     "You    want    The 
Hawk."  he  taunted.    "You've  never  seen 

nTw  1 71"''*  *^"*  "^^  ^"  y«^  ^°- 

J.NOW.  am  I  the  man  you  want?  Have  you 
ever  seen  me  before  in  your  life?  Isn't  it 
/r«c /Aa/  the  description  you  have  there  would 
fit  two  ouiof  every  five  young  men  you  meet? 
You  want  The  Hawk;  you  say  you  know  him. 
Do  you  want  me?    Am  I  the  man?" 

Dexter  glanced  from  the  tense  face  of 
tiie  young  man  to  the  puzzled  countenance 
of  his  fellow  detective.  I^ieredith  leaned  to 
one  side,  struck  a  match,  and  reUghted  his 
cigar. 

"Your  description  is  purely  superficial." 
Colquhoun  declared  in  the  same  tone.    "Do 
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yoa  recognize  my  voice  as  The  Hawk's? 
??rV°"vf  ^"^  °*  *^«  ^eer  prints  of 
Are  there  any  distinguishing  marks  on  his 
body?  For  mstance,  I  am  vaccinated  on  my 
nght  arm.  Was  The  Hawk  vaccinated  on 
his  right  or  left?  The  left  is  usual.  Have 
you  any—" 

^  Why  did  you  change  the  name  of  your 
'•Because  I  didn't  like  the  other  one." 

you?^        ^°"  "*  ""'  '^^  ^^^^'  ^^°  ^ 
"Bruce  Colquhoun  is  my  name  " 
"But  Tjjo  are  you?    Where  do  you  come 

W^  What  do  you  do?    Why  are  yo^ 

''Those  are  things  for  you  to  find  out." 

self  iTam'^  *°  ^""^  ^^  *"^*  °^  y^"'- 
"Ido." 

There  was  a  long,  tense  sUence.  Meredith 
was  possibly  the  ablest  man  in  the  New  York 
pohce  department;  and  there  were  only  rare 
occasions  when  he  was  in  doubt.  But  now 
-now!  He  glanced  around  rather  help, 
lessly  at  Dexter;  the  gimlet-like  eyes  told 
mm  nothing. 
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you  fad  to  prove  I  am  The  Hawri  S^hoM 
y^  responable  to  the  last  fcuctionTeS 
and  moraUy;  and  in  addition  to  aU  ihJru 
make  y<m  the  laughing  stock  of  tJe  SLJf 
the  world.    Z)(,  you  want  me?"         ^ 

aw^'^l,?^^^'**^-  Colquhoun  turned 
SrLf  ^^'  ^^  *  ^"°<*  of  keys  from 
,^^^'  ^^  *^^  «"led  on  thV  teS 
under  Meredith's  hands.    Again  hr^S 

S'ciT  mt^r  \^°°«  pSTetb^oJ?^ 
M:^:hpl^i*r^p^«e^-^e  table. 

v«„^l!"'^"'*  '^^'^  y°"  ^P^"  that."  the 
young  man  mterrupted.    "You  can't  iden- 

£  £t  «SSn^v  mr  "  ***  P°^^*- 
'  "^  Mentify  me  as  some  one  other 
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than  The  Hawk,  but  if  you  open  it  to  find  I 
am  not  The  Hawk  I've  told  you  what  wiU 
happen.  The  same  conditions  apply  to  the 
keys.  And  your  warrant  was  issued  in  New 
York! 

He  turned  away  suddenly  aud  stood  looking 
Idly  through  a  porthole  into  the  night.  Mere- 
dith and  Dexter  exchanged  one  quick  glance 
and  Dexter  shook  his  head  atoiost  imper- 
ceptibly. After  a  moment  Meredith  replaced 
the  pocketbook  on  the  table,  gingerly.  So, 
It  happened  that  for  an  instant  he  had  held 
tiie  Countess  of  Salisbury's  garter  in  his 
hand!  Rising,  he  pushed  the  keys  back 
toward  Colquhoun.  Dexter,  too,  arose;  the 
young  man  turned, 

"I'm  beginning  to  believe  there  has  been 
some  bally  mistake,  you  know!"  remarked 
the  Scotland  Yarf  man. 

"And  you?"  The  young  man  shot  the 
question  at  Meredith,  curtly. 

"We  all  make  mistakes  sometimes,"  the 
detective  admitted.  He  was  staring  straight 
into  Colquhoun's  eyes.  "There's  one  more 
question  I'd  like—" 

"Ask  it  if  you  like.    I  don't  know  that 
i  U  answer  it. " 
"You   were   crouching   against   the   waU 
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cabin,     Meredith  reminded  him.    "If  vou 
"I'U  not  answer  the  question  "  was  th- 

Meredith  didn't  say 

ieU^'ll  J^^^^l^netoanestme?  Very 
i^tL-i  ^*  y°"  "P^'opes  for  the 
m^on.  and-«ood  night.    I'm  dead  for 

sidt^^S  p '^  ^*^  ««""«i  over  the 
side  of  the  Pyramid  into  their  tender  and 
rowed  away.  Colquhoun  stami  S«r  th^ 
until  they  were  swaUowed  up  in  the  darlrn^ 
hen  went  below.  The  pocJetb^k'Sn^: 
ng  the  Countess  of  Salisbury's  garter^ 
lay  on  the  taMe.  *^^     ^ 

^^^tf  he  Aod  opened  itl"    He  laughed 


CHAPTER  V 
/^LD  Cap'n  Barry  pulled  sturffly,  at  t>re. 
V-/^  almost  vainly,  against  an eVbii^  t!  if 
which  did  past  his  oars  silently  and  itr..  ^otLly 
as  oil,  grounded  his  dory,  and  with  th  n 
Binewy  shanks  bare  to  the  knt-^,  h<,r,p-.i 
out  upon   Peggotty  Beach.    Cicely  Qaaii.. 
curled  upon  the  sands  in  bathing  dr,.-.s 
watched  him  idly  as  he  dexterously  ran  Urn 
bght  boat  up  the  slant  beyond  reach  of  the 
topping  waters,  and  her  eyes  foUowed  his  as 
he  turned  around  and  stared  out  upon  the 
heavmg  bosom  of  Bass'  Cove. 
1  ^I  !f  7"^  ^°^  moving",  mighty,  and 

S!f /^^'  T^  ^  "^y  **  *^«  foot  of 
Third  Chflf,  where  it  broke  with  a  sinister 
roar  a^inst  the  rocks,  and  shot  a  white 
cloud  of  spray  high  in  air.    Here  and  there" 
were  van-colored  specks— lobster-pot  buoys: 
and  close  up  in    the  foreground  lay  two 
^  motor  boats  tugging  savagely  at  their 
anchors.     Cicely  could  barely  make  out  the 
names--the  Pyramid  the  nearer   one,  and 
Maid-of-tke-Sea  farther  out. 

"Air't  nothin*  particular  mean  about  the 
sea  when  the  whitecaps  are  arunning,"  the 
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♦l,of^^'""^'"«<=Ia«ied  Cicely     "T«,.* 

"That  water  XtS  tdat'^S:'^'^- 
agoing  in  it?"  ^^^^    ^°"  a«n't 

"Certainly  I  am." 

;;Better  not,  "he  warned  her. 
*^"i  1  swim  rather  w»ii  "  .i.- 
"I'm  not  afaud/'  •    *«««u«ihim. 

hald^T"  *1S:J??  ^  «ver  have  to 
„  out,  ae  mformed  her  pladdlv  "fh«„ 
as  swnns  rather  weU  and  aLTafekm  "S 
ycm^^my  da,^hter  you  wouldL-f^:^- j  Jf 

"}{  you  was  my  daughter  and  wanted  t« 
«o  m  water  like  that  I'd  spank^J^  WiS 
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yriudi  dedaiation  of  principles  the  old  Cap'n 
stalked  away  through  the  sand. 

Half  an  hour  passed.    Two  men  appeared 
on  the  deck  of  the  MaU-of-the-Sea,  dropped 
toe  tender  from  its  davits,  and  rowed  ashore. 
There  was  something  vaguely  famiUar  in 
the  figure  and  carriage  of  one  of  the  men 
—the  one  who  leaped  out  upon  the  sand  of 
the  beach— and  Cicely  caught  herself  staring 
at  him  curiously.    Somewhere,  sometime,  she 
had   seen  him,   but   whei«— where?    As  a 
matter  of  fact  it  was  Detective  Meredith  of 
New  York.    Dexter,  who  remained  in  the 
tender,  rowed  back  to  the  Maid-of-the-Sea. 
In  all  the  glory  of  striped  lavender  and 
black  bathing  trunks  Skeets  Gaunt  came 
down  the  beach  just  in  time  to  see  Cicely 
taking   to   the  water.     He  caUed  to   her 
and  she  paused,  with  the  miniature  waves 
hissing  about  her  feet.    Skeets  came  on  the 
run— into  the  glare  of  disapprobation  from 
her  eyes. 
"I  told  you—"  she  began. 
"If  you  will  listen  just  a  minute  "  he 
pleaded. 

"I  will  not  listen!"  she  declared  hotly. 
"  If  I  had  known  my  mother  had  ever  thought 
of  doing  so  foolish  a  thing  as  to  ask  you  to 
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be  our  guest  I  should  have— oh  T/lon'*i_ 
what  I  shouldn't  have  d^- '  '  ^°°  *  ^"^ 

"aTa  ^^^^-f^iy-yoii  said-' 

sparf  of  J^;,    "^^  '^'  "^  ^  one 

After  ^t;?sharp«;s^*'°°-  ^^  ^^-' 

1,^^^''*^^  out  until  the  water  caressed 

**«  some  consideration'  ■ 

tide,  Wi^r^«^*°^  the  ebbing 

r«rshtvtt?t""- 

o/V  9.«T  ^^'  ^^  °°  P**®*  the  Maid- 
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back.  With  no  thought  of  the  dory  near 
by,  with  no  thought  of  his  own  ZknZ 
as  a  swunmer,  with  no  thought  in  aU  th^ 
wide   world  except  to  get  to  her.   Skeets 

^tarted.  It  was  the  spirit  of  old  John 
Again  came  the  cry,  stifled,  gasping,  chok- 
SdcStheT*"-r^^  appearJ^on  the 
S«_ci  f  ^"7*^  *  y°'^^  "^  ^  bathing 
tights-^ender,  almost  boyish  in  figure  lithe 

dhe  ^.^^rl"^'  "te  a  stSTbrit 
O^r  the  side  of  the  boat  he  went  M'ith  a 
m«hty  splash,  to  reappear  half  a  minute 
lat^  swmmung  sailor  fashion,  ahnost  on  top 
of  tiie  water,  toward  Cicely.  There  w2 
grace,  and  ease,  and  power  in  the  stroke- 
haste  without  hurry.  Skeets,  already  weak- 
^gand  tossed  by  the  mercUess  tide  S^ 
him,  but  swam  on  valiantly 
Within  five  feet  of  Cicely,' now  barely  able 

wa^afd'ti^SrT  "^'^""'^  P--^'  *-^ 
water,  and  looked  her  over  criticaUy.    The 

girl  reached  for  him,  and  faUing.  vanished 

red  head  bobbed  up  again 
"Now  don't  grab  me!"  he  commanded. 
I  understand,"  she  gurgled. 
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it  '^'J°^  ^^  °°  -^y  Moulder  and  take 
She  nodded,  unable  to  soeak     W«  «. 

"St^  ttati"  B™«  ori,^  .b,^ 

here  w»  the  pladd  ^Sh  *w  '^  *^* 
life.  AU  things  se^«i^^  *^*  °>«^t 
She  didn't^eXl  l^w'^"^  ^^• 
Slceets.  ItdidnTJSllyttSr^:!^ 
J^t^onethou^t   J.erS^r?S 

buffeted  and  hanun^.  h*^  fel^^^fj^^ 

of  ^r,^'°°A  ^"^  ''  ^^  *^  will-Sr,S 

X"^^^  Gaunt-that  kept  him  afl4 
After  a  long  tune  an  angel  came,  an  angel 

L\  T  "^  °"  ^^  thrust  to;S^ 

and  a  cahn  voice  suggested:    "TakeTolS 
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this."    He   remembered  vaguely  that  rt» 
a^-a  woman  angel!-haS  him  aL^ 

If,  ^hazily  as  if  in  a  dream  Cicelv  h^ 
the  words,  "if  you'U  hang^o  thTiiTS 

thisboataminuterUcli^bab^LS^aSlS 
desperately.    Ages  SpsS     Snt    *^"°« 

Agam  ages  passed.  '  '""^• 

A   thin   stream   of   somethinir  hot   an^ 

stmgmg  trickled  down  her  2t   id  ^« 

opened  her  blue,  blue  eyes  *® 

like  i^n/^°  **  ^  ^'^y  ^'ddenly  felt 

A^Stt^'.:^  ^^^e  her-scold4 
A^Helen  HamJton-that  is,  Cicely  Quain  • 
^e  had  never  been'  scolded  in  hTSe 
and  he.  an  utter  stranger,  was  scj^,  £ 
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The  inclination  to  weep  was  lost  in  a  weak 
little  wave  of  indignation.  «  «  weak 

I'm  not  usuaUy  in  the  habit  of-of  con- 
sultmg  strange  young  men  as  to  whS  Si 
of  water  I  get  into,  ''she  retortS     SheSt 
som^ow.  that  was  the  right  thing  to  Sy! 

Well,  d  you've  no  more  judgment  than 

I U  mtroduce  myself.    My  name  is  CoIqu 
houn— Bruce  Colquhoun."  «  '-o^Qu- 

;;And  my  name  is-is  Cicely  Quain." 
Here  take  another  swaUow  of  brandy." 
I  don  t  want  it. "  »""/. 

"Take  itr    That's  all  there  was  to  if 

"cSS    'n,^^T  '°'"^^-    She  took      ' 
Cicely  Quam     That  isn't  the  name  I  Jw 

under  your  picture  in  aU  the  New  York 

newspapers  the  other  day." 
"Indeed?"    It  was  very  inadequate   but 

Imnot!    My  name  is  Cicely  Quain.' 
Have  It  your  way,  then."    Whereupon 
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« *^  T^r.  °^^  *  megaphone  of  his  hands 

"Yes,"  faintly   came   the   answer   in   a 
woman's  voice. 

But^  really,  rt  didn't  matter.    She  was  very 

tu«i,veiydeepy.    For  an  instant  she  closed 

LLST  .  ^"^  indignation  alone  that 
caused  her  to  open  them  again. 

"You  are  used  to  having  your  wav  I 
imagine,"  Bruce  was  saying.  ^' 

"I'm  not,"  she  denied. 

"You  are  willful  and  spoiled  " 

"I'm  not." 

"And  ai:gumentative,"  he  added. 

I  am  not!" 
"You  are  proving  everything  I  say     It 
was  sheer  willfuhiess  that  made  you  go  into 
dangerous  water  to-day.    No  sane  peraon 
would  have  attempted  to  swim  in  it  " 

"You  were  going  to  swim,"  she  pointed 
out,  ahnost  triumphantly.  "You're  dressed 
tor  the  water. " 

"The  ocean  is  my  bathtub,"  he  informed 
ner.  I  was  merely  going  over  the  side  and 
crawl  back  and  have  some  breakfast  " 

Breakfast!    It  seemed  ages  since  breakfast 
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He  hadn't  had  breakfast;  and  it  must  be 
nearly  noon.  It  seemed  strange,  and  sad, 
and  important  out  of  all  proportion! 

"I'm  a  very  good  cook,"  she  murmured 
irrelevantly. 

"So  ami." 

Came  a  bail  from  the  beach  and  he  turned. 
A  dory  was  putting  out— a  dory  in  which 
sat  Skeets  Gaunt,  himself  again,  thanks  to 
the  ministrations  I  of  Cap'n  Barry  and  the 
girl  who  had  rescued  him.  August  von  Derp 
was  at  the  oars;  he  rowed,  even,  with  that 
singtilar  mathematical  precision  that  had 
once  before  attracted  Skeets'  attention  to 
him. 

"If  I'm  not  mistaken,  some  one  is  coming 
for  you,"  Bruce  told  her.  "Take  a  word  of 
advice  from  me.  Go  home  and  go  to  bed, 
and  hereafter  don't  go  in  water  like  it  is 
to-day." 

"I  object  to  you  telling  me—" 

"I  know  you  do,"  Bruce  interrupted. 
"You  are  spdled.  You  don't  like  any  one 
to  tell  you  what's  best  for  you." 

Cicely  struggled  to  her  feet  in  a  rage;  and 
wabbled  weakly  on  the  swaying  boat,  iliere 
was  something  placid,  and  complacent,  and 
masterful   about   Bruce   Colquhotm — some- 
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J^  that  •ngered  her.    He  had  talked  to 
to^MtfAe  were. child!    She  rta^onj 

"111  have  to  thank  you,  of  ooune    for 
-jng  my  life,"  ^  tegL.  grud^.'  '" 

U^^ijS^-  "^  *«'M«™rSd  idly 
took  a  hatf  hitdi  m  an  awning  line. 
But— but— I  don't  think—" 
"Your  friends  are  here  " 

waiSr  '^'  "^"^  ^  "^^  *^' 
"But.  I'm  sure."  the  girl  rushed  on.  "that 
yott  are  the  only  n«m  in  the  worid  X 
would  have  taken  advantage  of  my  p^J^ 
to  be  so-«)  offensively  frank."         *^""^ 

eZ'^^^J^''  "*°  "^  "««.  blue 
W  th«  coJed  a  hne  and  flung  it  to  the 
dory.  Skeets  caught  it,  and^ey  oulted 
alongside.  Cicely  declined  his^sS« 
but  st<wed  into  the  dory  with  s.;^^ 
eyes.  While  Skeets  busied  himself^S 
her  comfortable,  von  De^,  took  ad^SS 
of  the  delay  to  thank  Bruce. 

"If  you'll  permit  me,  Mr.—?" 

"Colquhoun." 

"Mr.  Colquhoun,"  von  Deip  pronounced 
tte^e  curiously  "if  youTl  peiSme.  Tu 
expr«8  to  you  on  behalf  of  Mrs.  Quain  her 
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thanks  for  your  heroism  in  saving  her  dauA- 
ters  life.  She  has  heard,  and  is  ahnost 
prostrated." 

"Be  good  enough  to  convey  my  compU- 
ments  to  Mrs.  Hamilton,"  Bruce  said  dis- 
tmctly,  "and  assure  her  that  my  services 
would  not  have  been  necessary  if  her  daughter 
had  hart  the  discretion  to  remain  out  of 
dangerous  waters. " 

vtHrJ^  ^°°^^  '^^*'*'y  bewildered,  then 
Mted  his  hat,  bowe(i  elaborately,  and  rowed 
away.  Bruce  Colquhoun  caught  a  noon 
tram  mto  Boston.  Curiously  enough.  Dex- 
ter, too,  was  on  that  train.  Later  in  the  day 
von  Deip  went  up  to  drive  down  a  new  motor 
car  he  had  just  purchased. 

That  night  happened  the  first  of  a  series  of 
mystenous  robberies.  It  was  the  burglary  of 
a  ^lendid  mansion  in  Brookline,  a  suburb 
of  Boston— the  Hohnes  place.  Jewels  and 
plate  valued  roughly  at  forty  thousand  dol- 
lars  were  taken.  On  a  table  in  the  dining 
room  a  card  was  found.    It  bore  one  line: 

"Regards  to  Mr.  Meiedith. 

"Thb  Hawk." 


CHAPTER  VI 

SOME  one  has  said  somewhere  at  some 
time  something  to  the  effect  geneially 
^>at  if  one  pursues  fame,  or  fortune,  or 
woman— reaUy,  I've  forgotten  which— she 
will  flee  him;  but  if  one  flouts  her,  de- 
fame, or  fortune,  or  woman,  whichever  it 
happens  to  be— will  come  and  eat  out  of 
his  hand.  I'm  not  certain  as  to  the  phiase- 
ology  of  that  opinion,  but  I  can  vouch  for  the 
truth  of  it.  I  know,  because  this  very  thing 
happened  in  the  case  of  Cicely  Quain  iw. 
Skeets  Gaunt,  August  von  Derp,  Bruce 
Cokiuhoun,  et  al. 

Skeets  adored  Cicely  with  an  aidor  proven 
by  his  foolish  but  none  the  less  heroic  effort 
to  save  her  life— and  she  was  not  even  courte- 
ous to  him;  August  von  Deip's  attitude  was 
made  plain  by  an  occasional  word  and  a  wor- 
shipful  humility  in  his  eyes— and  she  never 
gave  him  a  thou^t. 

But  Bruce  Colquhoun!  He  had  scolded 
her,  flouted  her,  ahnost  insulted  her-and 
she  couMn't  drive  him  out  of  her  mind. 
There  was  something  mysterious,  compel- 
ling, fascinating  in  his  masterful  anogance; 
163 
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and  in  spite  of  herself  she  was  attracted  to 
J»  by  the  very  quaUties  Whichf^Sl^ 
would  have  repeUed  her.  LogiciZtt^' 
for*  she  hated  hixn  for  it.  Bur^e^; 
«ally  make  a  good  job  of  hatiiJ,SL^. 
«»fftly  beai^  in'  mind  S?  SS^f 
^^'  «>  C«*ly  found  the  memory  5tru« 
Colquhoun  always  with  her. 

h^r*  '^u  ^°»e°ts  when  she  caught 
^^  f'^^^b"^.  with  an  odd  little  S 
«id  quickened  pulse,  the  rhythmical  „S 

of  IJe  smews  under  the  velvet  of  his  sS^ 
he  had  fought  for  her  life,  and  hiT^ 
;«amst  that  tr^cherx««  tide  Ev^in^^' 
Wess  of  utter  erfiaustion  she  haTbSn^ 
oe^ofhiml  Alwaysthememo^b^S 
f  ^^  of  color  to  her  cheeks;  then.  moS 
t^y.  T^ould  come  the  thought  thS  h"^ 

s'tfhi'srr^'^^-^e^ 

of^e^^ardenatstp^^^^S^'j 
thCTe  made  an  issue  of  his  affairs 

h^  ijr^P*™^*y°"*°°»keafoolofme!" 
he  declared,  quite  unlike  a  poet.  "YoTd^d 
lov^  me  once  until  that  silly  thing  about 
«teal««  jewels,  and  garters,  Ld  tWn^"* 
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Why,  and  Cicely  was  stariag  into  the 
void  of  heaven  with  lackluster  eyes,  "why 
did  you  steal  them?" 

"I  didn't  steal  them!    You  know  I  didn't 
steal  them!    Anybody  with  horse  sense  could 


I  b^  your  pardon!"  And  the  blue,  Wue 
eyes  flashed  into  his  with  sudden  fire.  "I 
beg  your  pardon!" 

Skeets  felt  chilled  to  the  bone;  wisely  he 
relinquished  his  tone  of  bluster. 

"You  know  I  love  you,  don't  you?" 

"Then,  why  did  you  steal—" 

"And  you  did  love  me,"  Skeets  hastened 
on.  "Now  why  this  misunderstanding?" 
She  didn't  say.  "If  you  loved  me  ten  days 
ago  well  enough  to  elope  with  me,  and  if  I 
am  innocent  of  all  these  absurd  chMges,  why 
this— thiT— ^ii?"  He  gave  it  up.  "Why 
aie  you  so  different? " 

"Oh,"  languidly,  "just  because." 

"  Because— what?  " 

"(Xi,  Skeets,  you  annoy  me.  I  don't 
know  whether  I  love  you  or  not.  I  don't 
thinkldo.  You  are  a  nice  boy,  and  you  were 
very  brave  yesterday  when  you  were  ahnost 
drowned,  but —  Run  along  now,  like  a  good 
fellow."    She  r^pided  him  curiously.    "I— 
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Skeets  arose,  glared  at  her  for  an  instant. 
«d  took  h,s  outraged  vanity  away  with  him 
down  the  dnve.  His  step  was  singularW 
jaunty  m  o-  ,  who  had  just  met  an  m2^ 

ttank  tiiat  g^  who  had  hauled  hi^  out  of 

tmce  and  sent  flowe«.  and  caUed;  but  her 
hau-.  too.  was  brick  red;  and  her  eves^  toT 

«ore  for  luck!  Mercy  Dale!  That  was  her 
name,  a  cunous  old  New  England  na-ne^ 
quaint  and  sweetly  pretty.  ' 

Ocely  was  aroused  from  her  dr«aminecs 
by  the  precise  voice  of  von  Derp.^nL 

B^n^S;'  7"^**  ""'  ^  dri^down  f^ 
ZS       *  T^«^'  "^^^^  ^  front  of  the 

SoZ  ^^^^  join  him  for  a  spk, 
through  the  country,  but  it  was  only  an 

j7^;  ^\  ^°^^  ""^  ^sist  on  making 

W  v    u "  "^^r  *°  P"«K°**y  B«ach  away 
from  It  all,  and  leave  von  Derp  to  ride  al^e 
She  might  see  Colquhoun.  of^courS.  bu°  he 
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at  least  wouldn't  make  love  to  her.  He 
adgfit  scold  her  again,  but  he  wouldn't  make 
hoe  to  her.  By  this  time  he  must  have 
received  her  contrite  Uttle  note  of  apology 
and  thanks,  for  he  had  saved  her  life;  and 
with  it,  her  mother's  note  inviting  him  to 
call  at  Stepping  Stones  so  that  she,  the 
mother,  might  thank  him  personally  for  his 
heroism. 

Apparently  von  Derp  dismissed  the  idea 
of  a  drive,  and  adapting  his  step  to  hers, 
walked  along  beside  her.  Vaguely  she  was 
conscious  of  a  running  stream  of  small  talk 
which  seemed  as  endless  as  it  was  useless. 
She  wondered  if  Bruce  would  accept  her 
mother's  invitation!  Ceaselessly  von  Derp's 
voioe  rippled  through  her  moodiness. 

"I  count  myself  most  fortunate  that  your 
father  should  have  so  signally  honored  me," 
he  was  saying. 
''How?"  Cicely  queried,  dully. 
"By  admitting  me  to  the  inner  circle  of 
hw  famUy,  as  he  has  done,"  was  the  reply. 
Fnendships  made  in  that  way  are  lasting 
and  sometimes  they  lead—"  ' 

Cicely  turned  squarely  and  faced  him. 
•niere  was  a  beUigerent  gleam  in  the  depths 
of  her  eyes,  and  the  rosebud  hps  straightened 
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tb«™dv«  into  a  thin  line.  CooDy  ahe  sur- 
vq^  him  from  his  lemon^ored  hair  to 
Sn/T^"^  '^^  ^^  down  in  h« 

Sometimes  they  lead-where?"  she  de- 
manded. 

«»,Z^^  yeUo^-topped  exquisite  shrugged  his 
J?^'*«l«»d  didn't  say.  Misinto^ti^ 
of  her  mood  was  impossible.    HeS  ch«S 

kT^lS^'"*'^'"**  was  quick  to  see  it. 

They  walked  on  in  sUence.  past  the  little 
cottages,  until  tiie  beach  open^d^^thS^ 
Th^Pyramul  bobbed  idly  on  a  sea  as  b^ 

MaT^T^^  '^^  °"*  *  "**»«  father  tto 
^^■fe-Sea  lazily  strained  at  her  anchor 
H«  tender  was  just  putting  oflf.  with  two 

Again  Ci«3ely  was  struck  with  the  thought 
^t  s«newhere  at  some  time  she  hadTt 
««ofthesemen.    She  paused  and  watched 

her.  He  would  have  passed  on,  heedlessly, 
but  she  recognized  him  and  in  h«^S 
involuntarily  caUed  his  name.  ^^ 

"Mr.  Meredith!" 

He  looked  up  quickly  and  stopped. 

Why.  it's  Miss—" 
" Quain, "  she  interrupted  quickly.    "I  n»t 
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you  in  New  York  a  few  dayt  ago,  you  remem- 
ber, in  the — " 

"I  remember  perfecUy."  The  detective's 
eye  traveled  up  and  down  the  immaculate 
figure  of  von  Derp,  after  which  he  turned  to 
the  girl  again,  inquiringly:  "Quain?  Why 
are  you  here?" 

"My  mother  and  I  are  in— in  retirement, 
shall    I    say?"    Cicely   explained.    "We've 
been  here  more  than  a  week. " 
"I  see,"  Meredith  commented. 
"But  why— why  are  you  here?" 
The  detective  glanced  again  at  von  Derp, 
aaeaningly.    Cicely  took  the  hint. 

"Mr.  von  Derp,  aUow  me— Mr.  Mere- 
dith,"  she  introduced.  "Mr.  von  Derp  is  a 
friend  of  my  father's. " 

The  two  men  shook  hands,  Meredith  with 
the  scant  courtesy  of  a  busy  man,  and  von 
Derp  with  an  elaboration  of  detail  which 
made  a  social  function  of  a  simple  intro- 
duction. 
II  What  name,  please?"  asked  the  detective. 
"Von  Derp— August  von  Derp,  of  Hol- 
land." 

"Von  Derp,"  Meredith  repeated.  "Once 
I  make  sure  of  a  name  I  never  forget  it,  any 
more  than  I  ever  foiget  a  face."    Von  Derp 
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cause—"  ™"'    ^n»  here  be- 

-dlS7j^';''^^^eft  the. 
«d  her  compaSi        ^**^  "^  *«  Sirl 

^.j. ina.;  detLve wSe^'^Z;':? "°^'"- 
t»on  in  his  direct  gaze  *^  •"  ««»««- 

»ell.rmhere.  lahoolfS  '^*'  V«7 
ten  nuautes  alter  lij^Z°^  "^  ^^^^ 
a  child  artr^/  SfSn^"^-'  »«'* 
compliments  '"^  ^"  *'  '^th  my 

the  placid  extio?^*  ^^  this  man  behind 
l4^/p"\:de:^^^'-«-'^to«*ake 

To  do  what  I  had  to  do,  yes  "    b„ 
""  «^-*e  oahn  about  it.    "'/Sough?™? 
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convinced  you  that  I'm  not  the   nan  you 
want?"  ' 

"You  ^ve,"  Meredith  assund  him.  with 
an  inward  smile  at  some  subtle  thing  which 
was  not  apparent.  "You  have  convinced 
me,  but  you  haven't  prov^  you  are  not  the 
man  I  want.  I'm  foing  to  ask  you  to  prove 
it,  now." 

''VeryweU.    How?" 

"I'm  going  to  ask  you, "  and  the  detective 
spoke  measuredly,  meaningly,  the  while  his 
l»en  eyes  searched  the  undisturbed  face  of 
the  young  man,  "I'm  going  to  ask  you  to 
write  a  few  "TOrds  on  a  slip  of  paper  for 
me!" 

Colquhoun  merely  stared  at  him  ques- 
tioningly.  If  there  was  anything  save  a 
question  in  his  countenance  it  was  not  given 
to  the  New  York  man  to  fathom  it;  or  even 
to  isolate  it. 

"Is  that  aU?"  Bruce  asked.  "Just  what 
words,  may  I  ask?" 

"I  want  you  to  write  the  wonls,  'Regards 
to  Mr.  Meredith,'  and  sign  it,  'The  Hawkr  " 

"Oh,  just  a  trifle  of  forgery,  eh?"  Colqu- 
houn taunted.  "So,  you're  going  to  connect 
me  with  that  BronkUne  affair?  Very  well. 
I'll  write  it  for  you— but  in  the  presence  of 
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von  Deip 


fHtiiww     Here  «,  two-Mr. 
•adMuiQuain.    They'll  do." 
Cicely  was  dictincUy  dlMumolnted    m^ 

that  Bruoe  d,dn't  once  ask.  in  g,eL«  h^ 
J^wri^  Wt.  or  whether  d>e  hiSl^^ 
or-oranythmg  important  like  that.  In«tead 
iJd'tht^ciS?:'^^*'^^^^ 
"Mr  Meredith  requests  me  to  write  a 
phrase  for  him."  he'explained.    "FvelSLd 

•  fountam  pen  here.    Please  rememberlS 
^:,:^-rds    to    Mr.    Merediik.    T^ 

^?tL  ^1*   '^*^   *•   he   spoke. 

Jl^"?^  nght-hand  comer  of  thS^p 

ev^tj.  confused  with  another.    Hease  ol^ 

oo^tt^J^^u°°  *»»•  t>««k  of  the  long 
podcet-book  which  contained  the  CountoJ 

fln^^',*'^'  He  heU  the  paper^ 
^*  ."^  ^'fy  *nd  von  Den*.  wS  a 
^i^i  r^l*^  hie««lyphs. 
all  "TZ^^  .the  PhoHiidan  alphabet,  that's 
au,  he  explamed  as  he  handed  the  slio  tr, 
Meredith.    "  I'll  teU  you  that,  to  JSeJIi'^th^ 
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convolutions  of  brain  which  may  afflict  your 
handwriting  expert  when  he  sect  them.  I'll 
aik  you.  Min  Quain,  and  you,  Mr.  von  Derp, 
to  ronember  that  I  caUed  attention  to  them." 
There  was  a  ludicrous  expression  of  cunning 
g<me  wrong  on  the  face  of  Detective  Meredith, 

and  mto  that  of  von  Derp  came  a  change,  too 
—•subtle  nothing  that  might  have  been  com- 
prdiension,  or  again  it  might  not  have  been. 
If  you'll  express  to  your  mother,  Miss 
guam,  my  appreciation  of  her  invitation  to 
«I1I  shaU  be  deeply  obliged,"  Bruce  con- 
tinued  casuaUy.  The  girl  was  stering  at 
han,  wide-eyed;  aU  at  once  everything  seemed 
so  mysterious,  and  intangibly  threatening. 

I  shaU  give  myself  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her 
this  afternoon;  that  is.  of  course,"  and  he 
questioned  Meredith  with  his  eyes,  "if  a 
certain  Ic^  paper,  issued  by  the  Common- 
wealth  of  Massachusetts,  is  not  served  upon 
me  before?  In  that  event  I'U  be  compelled 
to  run  over  to  New  York?" 

It  was  a  question,  a  taunt,  a  blatant  jeering 
at  the  long  arm  of  the  law.  He  was  referring 
to  the  new  warrant  which  Meredith  had 
in  his  pocket;  the  detective  understood,  and 
shook  his  head  sadly. 


CHAPTER  VII 

W^'^?J^u  Pfio"?  .-Pecunen  of  Bruce 
Colquhoun's  chirpgraphy  clasoM 
fondly  to  his  bosom.  Dete^MeidiS^ 
tearmg  out  of  Satuit  into  Boston  with  a  W 
rusbng  sound.  There,  in  the  lair  of  Xe 
hand^tmg  expert,  he  hoped  for  juS  ^e 
word  to  connect  the  message  left  by  ^ 

r^^"*,*"  ^"^^«  «>bb«y  wi^  Tt^ 
verbal  duphcate  obUgingly  funS  by  Bru« 
Colquhoun-for  one  word  would  be  as  ill^ 

t..^l^\^,'^'f^^'^y•  ^^  vacuum 
a^ted  by  the  detective's  departure  wS 
fi^by  the  appearance  in  Satuit  of  half^ 
dozen  keen,  shrewd-eyed  plain-clothes  mJr^ 
summoned  from  New  York  iSS-s^ 
xngly.  had  vanished  into  thin  aiT^' 

ing  It.  The  more  he  considered  it  the  ^ 
^probable  it  seemed  that  Bruce  woSd  W 
so  wdhngly  given  the  specimen  asked  for 
^tJL   "^.T**^  ^^  °°«  fo«°d  after  the 

wTtj     H    m  pei^  had  not  written  thi 
iastatall.    He  must  have  had  an  accomplice 
i;4  ' 
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or  accomplices,  so—  But  anyway  it  was 
worth  while  submitting  the  two  to  an  expert 
for  his  opinion!  And  Meredith  compelled 
himself  to  hope  for  light. 

Professor  Wayne,  often  employed  by  the 
police  department  of  Boston,  made  an  imme- 
diate  comparison  of  the  two  specimens  of 
handwriting  to  oblige  the  impatient  New 
York  officer.  For  two  hours  or  more  he 
labored  in  silence  with  enlarging  camera, 
magnifying  glasses,  microscopes,  adds,  and 
what  not.  Meredith's  eyes  were  fairly 
blazing  when  the  expert  turned  to  him  at 
last. 

"It's  the  same  handwriting, "  said  Professor 
Wayne.  "  The  specimens  were  written  under 
d'fferent  conditions,  at  different  times,  with 
different  pens  and  ink,  but  the  habits  of  the 
pen — " 

"Never  mind  the  details  now,"  the  detec- 
tive interrupted.  "It  is  the  same,  beyond 
doubt?"  ' 

"It  is." 

"You  will  swear  to  that  in  a  court  of  law?" 

"I  will." 

A  great  joy  was  bubbling  in  Detective 
Meredith's  heart.  At  last  he  was  about  to 
put  his  hand  on  The  Hawk!    He  had  no  fear 
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of  Bruce  Colquhoun's  escape,  for  half  a  dozen 
m«i  were  there  with  orders  to  keep  him  in 
aght  every  moment.  And  while  he  was  at 
rtjhe  d  just  dnch  his  proof  against  Colquhoun. 
straightway  he  went  to  another  handwriting 
expert;  the  words  of  two  on  this  one  point 
would  be  mcontrovertible! 

Meanwhile,  in  Satuit,  Detective  Meredith's 
instructions  were  being  foUowed  minutely 
by  his  half  dozen  satellites.    Two  of  them 
were  lounging  on  the  beach  when  Bruce 
Colquhoun  came  aShore  from  the  Pyramid 
and  he  paused  to  stare  at  them  curiously 
with  a  smgular  grim  tightening  of  his  lips 
before   he   turned   into   the   winding  tobA 
toward  Stepping  Stones.    One  of  the  men 
sauntwed  on  after  him  idly,  whipping  the 
roadside  weeds  with  a  slender  switch. 

Bruce  stopped  abruptly  and  waited  for 
him  to  come  up. 

"You're  one  of  Meredith's  men,  aren't 
you?"  he  asked,  briskly. 

"I— I  b^  your  pardon?"  The  plain- 
clothes man  was  obviously  disconcerted. 

"I  merely  wanted  to  know,"  Bruce 
explamed,  "I  don't  mind  if  you  foUow  me 
about;  but  I  must  know  who  you  are  "  A 
boisterous  wind  obliged  him;  it  flipped'  open 
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the  coat  of  the  plain-clothes  man,  showing 
his  badge.    "Oh,  aU  right!" 

Bruce  went  on  up  the  road.  Cicely  Quain, 
coming  down  the  drive  from  Stepping  Stones 
on  her  way  to  the  village,  nodded  to  him 
brightly,  and  he  walked  on  beside  her.  The 
man  who  had  been  following  Bruce  dropped 
back;  another  idler,  who  had  paused  on  the 
causeway  to  toss  stones  into  the  tide,  took 
up  the  trail.  At  this  man,  too,  Bruce  had 
stared  curiously  for  an  instant. 

All  conversations  begin  with  banalities; 
this  one  did.  The  interchange  of  small  talk, 
however,  gave  Cicely  opporttmity  to  study 
this  mjrsterious  young  man,  and  she  did  it 
at  her  leisure  from  beneath  the  wide  sun  hat 
which  shadowed  the  blue,  blue  eyes,  and 
darkened  the  brick  red  of  her  hair.  She 
insisted  to  herself  that  she  still  hated  him; 
but  a  woman's  curiosity  is  greater  than  a 
simple  little  passion  like  hate. 

"I — I  didn't  know  you  were  acquainted 
with  Mr.  Meredith?"  Cicely  remarked,  irrele- 
vantly. 

"I  only  met  him  the  other  night,"  Bruce 
explained.    "I  ahnost  shot  him." 

Cicely  gave  him  a  quick,  startled  look;  he 
didn't  seem  to  notice. 
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"Why?" 

iJw..***?*  blundering  aboard  my  motor 
boat  when  he  had  no  business  there  "  he  t^ 
h«  pl«,dly.  "I  wasn't  certain^ho  it^ 
Sltd^,2^*  "^^^'^^^  «*-»<*  W 
That  stopped  the  conversation  for  a  few 

was  neanng  the  boihng  point. 

"S!lJ!i\^T°'"  *«  «ked  at  last. 
Meredith  chasedmeaUthewayfrornNew 
I^don  m  the  Maid^f-the-Sea  und«^e^ 

^eunder  the  impression  that  A*  was  an- 

uo^  that  accotmt  for  that— that  curious 
thmg  about-that  thing  wher«7ou^ 
somethmgandgaveittohim?" 
«tiii  ;i!^'  "y  ^T?**  «l"adated  tranquilly.     "He 
^^s  I'm  the  other  man.  L  L  ca?? 

,"  J^o  «  he-r-this  other  man?" 
A  notorious  criminal— The  Hawk  M*«. 
dith  calls  him.    It  seem,  h^ iVJ^'.  .^' 
«-  _j  V^  seems  ne  is  wanted  for 

murder,  and  jewel  thefts,  and  auTts  S 
t^  among  others  complicity  in  th^^^' 
Pearance  of  your  jewels. "  ^ 
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"Oh!"  Cicely  was  staring  up  into  his  face 
with  wide-open  eyes.    "If  he  thinks  you  are 
The— The  Hawk,  why  don't  you  tell  him  who 
yoa  reatty  an}" 
"It's  none  of  his  business." 
"But  he's  a  detective?" 
"That  doesn't  make  it  his  business  to 
know  who  I  am.    It  is  sufficient  for  him  to 
know  that  I  am  not  The  Hawk." 

There  was  a  tiny  gleam  of  indignation  in 
the  girl's  eyes,  glowing  spots  in  her  cheeks. 
Helen  Hamilton's  father,  imder  similar  cir- 
cumstances, would  have  expected  a  stonn. 

"  No  honorable  man, "  she  declared,  "would 
have  any  objection  to  the  world  knowing 
who  and  what  he  is. " 

"  Do  you  think  so?  "    He  didn't  seem  to  be 
offended. 
"I  do,"  emphatically. 
"Well,   you   don't   know  what  you  are 
talking  about." 

The  glowing  spots  in  Cicely's  cheeks  spread 
until  her  face  was  suffused— she  was  just  plain 
mad  at  the  cahn  insolence  of  this— this 
creature!  Her  small  hands  closed  angrily. 
"Being  of  the  world,  I  personally  should 
like  to  know  who  you  are, "  she  tavmted.  "  Of 
coiu^,  if  there  is  anything  disreputable  in " 
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But  beyond  that?"    There  was  mockerv 
in  her  voice.    "Don't  you  dare  ^p^Tj 

^J2re_.afteraUthatMr.MeSL^J 

i^-t^o:r^o*?r..^^*^— «• 

You  mean  you  won't?" 
ff  you  prefer  it  that  way.  " 

bu?Sh^^'^'°°*^"*«h«'^  amused 

tations  Tbi^C^  T^  ««^es. 
"fnledherjav^^-     ^"™^'    ^"«* 

it?"'!if  T^  mysterious,  and  theatric   isn't 
It?    she  demanded.    "ReaUv  T  fi^/T-* 
amusine'    A  n«n  If    -j      /'     ™**  ^*  ™ost 
whX^is!"  *^^  "^^  ««^«i  to  say 

ner^^^'T'  "^^^^^  ?*"««  ^  truce's  man- 
ner. ifQT  an  instant  he  staied  at  t,»n-_«r~. 
«ntil  the  color  paled  in^  c^^^'^S^ 
mock«y  vanished  from  h^hS^^^^^ 
something  deep  in  his  eyi  £  ^^  T^ 

heve  it  has  ever  ocriir^JT  V       ^  °oo  *  be- 
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But  if  I  told  you  the  reason  for  the  necessity 
of  concealing  my  identity,  you  would  either 
laugh,  c;  not  believe  me?" 

It  was  a  question.  Cicely  felt  vaguely 
that  she  was  being  put  upon  honor,  and  being 
Cicely,  she  resented  it. 

"I  don't  always  laugh,"  she  retorted,  "and 
sometimes  melodrama  is  good  enough  to 
believe." 

"I'll  go  so  far  as  to  say  that  Bruce  Colqu- 
houn  isn't  my  name  at  all, "  Bruce  continued 
gravely,  "any  more  than  Cicely  Quain  is  yours. 
I'll  go  farther,  and  say  that  my  life  may 
depend  upon  my  ability  to  keep  my  identity 
secret.  It  is  melodrama,  isn't  it?  Very 
well.  With  your  permission,  now  we'll 
change  the  subject. " 

He  glanced  behind  them;  Meredith's  satel- 
lite was  still  trailing  at  a  respectftd  distance. 

Cicely's  brain  was  in  a  tumult.  He  was 
masquerading;  Bruce  Colquhoun  wasn't  his 
name!  His  life  was  in  danger,  he  had  said. 
Was  he  The  Hawk?  As  she  underatood  it. 
The  Hawk's  life  was  forfeit  to  the  law  for 
murder!  Was  he—?  The  thought  startled 
her,  frightened  her !  Her  mother  had  received 
him  in  their  own  home.  Suppose  he  should 
be!    Of  a  sudden  she  was  seized  with  fear. 
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"7"  *y«-      I  didn't  mean  to  trwht^r, 
'^'°  ■«*'  14W  to b, .SS.^^ 

*»l,     '^i^  *>  you  stay  be™?..  ^^S 
"I  have  no  intention  of  going,"  was  tl,« 
n«sed.    "I  like  it  here  "  ^ '  ^^- 

wh««  three  channin^'^S '^"^ 
h«  announced,  without  appar^^^^ 

^e^dg^  hastily  fJ'^sZt'^ 
ofhun.    Bruce  settled  back  in  his  S 
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"There  ia  a  possibility,  after  all, 
quietly,  "that  I  shall  go  away." 

"Why?  "Cicely's  bewildennent  was  evident. 

"Because,"  he  replied  enigmatically,  "be- 
cause that  man  is  here!" 

I'll  go  ahead  of  myself  to  say  that  Cicely 
hated  Bruce  Colquhoun  so  much  that  she 
was  unable  to  sleep  that  night  for  thinking 
of  him. 

Dr.  Harvey,  the  second  handwriting  expert 
to  whom  Meredith  submitted  The  Hawk's 
message,  together  with  the  specimen  of  Bruce's 
chirography,  handed  them  back,  and  shook 
his  head. 

"They  are  not  the  same,"  he  said  em- 
phatically. "There  is  not  a  single  point  of 
resemblance  between  them. " 

"But— but— "  And  Meredith's  mouth 
opened  in  his  astonishment. 

"There  is  absolutely  not  one  character- 
istic in  common;  they  are  totally  uncon- 
nected." 

The  detective  went  his  way  in  a  daze. 
He  caUed  Professor  Wayne,  whose  expert 
opinion  had  been  directly  opposed  to  this, 
on  the  telephone. 

"Who  the  deuce  is  this  Dr.  Harvey?" 
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Meredith  demanded  cnrtlyr  "!•  lie  •  Sat- 
ClMeinan?    Does  he  know  Ua  baibMi?" 

"Dr.  ftu^?"  Profeiw.  W.yae  repeated. 

Why,  to  my  mmd  he  ia  the  greatert  hud- 
wntmg  expert  in  the  worid.    I'd  aet  his 
judgment  before  that  of  any  man  Uvins 
What  did  he  say?"  ^^ 

Meredith  didn't  tell  him. 
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CHAPTER  Vm 

HBRE,"  asked  Mrs.  Quain  at  dfa- 
ner,  "where  is  Skeets?" 

"He  ia  down  thanking  Miss  Dale  for  sav- 
ing his  life."  Cicely  told  her. 

"Where,"  asked  Mrs.  Quain,  at  luncheon 
on  the  following  day,  "where  is  Skeets?" 

"He  is  down  thanking  Miss  Dale  for  saving 
his  life, "  Cicely  responded  as  before. 

"Again?"  Mrs.  Quain  questioned  with 
uplifted  brows.    "Or— or  merely  yet?" 

Cicely  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  nude  it 
plain  by  a  slight  movement  of  her  hands  that 
the  matter  was  of  no  consequence  to  her. 
Voo  Derp  smiled  with  mathematical  precision. 

"Don't  you  think,"  he  observed  with  a 
trifling  cynical  cuil  of  his  lips,  "that  he 
is  grateful  in  excess  of  the  actual  value  (rf 
services  rendered?  " 

He  may  have  intended  it  merely  as  a  wit- 
ticism, but  Cicely  didn't  smile.  Instead,  she 
shot  an  antagonistic  glance  at  von  Derp,  for 
after  all,  Skeets  was  her  own  personal  prop- 
erty, and  not  a  butt  for  a  Dutchman  to  huil 
ponderous  jokes  at!  I  am  merely  recording 
her  own  tlKnig^ts. 
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And.  M  .  natter  of  fact,  dody  hiul  done 
•w«t  Merey  Dide.  Already  he  bMd^ 
fomed  that  m^tutir^^^S^  iS 

•omeof  hi.  poem,  he  wa.  changing  "^' 
to  '  M«y"-„ot  that  he  me^«^ 
^jt  ^^y^  experi„H«.tnSJ 

°  **  Oh£|'^  «••"•««  of  goM- 

beTtin'Sll^ '^'^  «* '^  P«  *W.  had 
Men  ttantformed  into  a  daoical  an^-T 
*fter  thi.  fadiion:  "a««cal  appeal, 

"  0  Mmqr  thy  hair  i,  an  aani  of  mld- 
OMercyl 

aceet.  regarded  this  astonidiing  product 
of  h«  lab«„  with  dubious  ^^en^^ 
<^^.  and  realized  he  was  kte  for  ZS^ 
As  he  entered   the  dining  room  witt^' 
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apology,  Ciody  smiled  upon  him  daxzlingly, 
then  ofltentatioualy  tilted  her  channing  nose 
at  von  Derp,  who  had  dared  to  fling  a  casual 
javelin  of  wit  in  his  direction.  There  had 
been  a  time  only  a  day  or  so  before  when 
Skeets  would  have  been  ague-stricken  with 
delight  at  that  smile;  now  he  inquired  what 
land  of  soup  they  had. 

"We  dine  aboard  the  Pyramid  to-night," 
Mrs.  Quain  announced.  "Mr.  Colquhoun 
assur  <i  me  he  can  seat  the  four  of  us  com- 
fortably." 

Cicely,  von  Derp,  and  Skeets  glanced  up 
at  her  simultaneously,  with  widely  varying 
expressions.  To  Cicely  had  come  a  thought — 
—had  come,  did  I  say?  It  had  been  with  her 
constantly! — a  thought  of  her  conversation 
with  Bruce  on  the  day  before;  and  here  her 
mother,  unconscious  at  the  suspicions  envel- 
oping him,  was  about  to  accept  his  invitation 
to  dinner!  True,  he  might  be  all  that  he 
should  be,  and  again  he  might  be,  for  all  they 
knew.  The  Hawk  in  person!  There  was 
always  the  chance  that  Detective  Meredith 
was  right. 

"But— but,  mother,"  she  faltered,  "are 
you  sure  we — ^we  want  to — ^to — " 

"I'm  sure  I  do,"  was  the  placid,  response. 
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"ft  threatens  to  be  a  distinct  novelty     Mr 
Colquljoun  is  the  cook  "  ^'        '" 

^;^we  d^'t  know  this  man?"  Cicely 

Sf^on?  "Seta  ^"^'°'^'  *°  °''^'^ 
ingtTsay  whot  witT  °  TZ'  ^"^ 
be  a  thief?"  "*»neis!    He  may  even 

JlKi^^'V^  ^  <*«««•  with  a  thief  " 
and  Mrs.  Quain  smiled.  "I'm  sure  i  STI^ 
enjoy  it-once. "  *  m  sure  I  should 

^••Or-or  even  a  purderer!"  Cicely  went 

said^rs^fT  •  ^^  ^^  "^"^  *  °««lerer. " 
said  Mrs.  Quain,  unruffled 

The  mere  fact  that  he  saved  mv  Kfc  •• 
Cicely  continued  desperately  "SeS^,  ^^' 
us^d^  any  obligS,  tTit  STSLS^ 
There  was  a  curious  smile  on  vonD^i'v 

l^riStr'  *"'^*^°°  ^-'Se'S.S'ci 
^nch  Americans,  if  Skeets'  analysis  Z 

"rXn^ti^^raT^-^^^^^ 
gentleman  should  be     W>,«  ***  * 

picious?"  ^y  *^  yo«  «is- 

"Oh.  I  don't  know!"  Ci«ly  axx)se  suddenly 
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and  turned  away  from  the  table.    She  paused 
in  the  dining-room  door,  and  faced  them. 
"Did  any  of  you  ever  hear  of  a  notorious 
criminal  called  The  Hawk?" 
"The  Hawk!"  mused  Mrs.  Quain. 
"The  Hawk!"  echoed  von  Derp. 
Skeets'  mind  was  far  away,  groping  through 
a  chaos  of  words  for  a  rhyme  for  Mercy. 
The  only  one  he  could  think  of  was  Percy. 
Helen  ran  on: 

"This  man  Colquhotm  is  suspected  of 
being  The  Hawk,  and  Detective  Meredith  is 
here  trying  to  prove  it.  Don't  ask  me  how 
I  know,  but  I  do  know!  I  may  add  that  The 
Hawk  is,  among  other  things,  be'Jeved  to 
have  been  concerned  in  the  theft  of  my 
jewels. " 

She  went  out.  Von  Derp  questioned  his 
hostess  with  a  glance.    She  smiled. 

"It  would  be  odd,  wouldn't  it,  if  it  should 
develop  that  Mr.  Colquhotm  is  The  Hawk, 
and  that  he  did  steal  Cicely's  jewels,  and 
later  entertained  us  at  dinner?"  she  asked. 
"If  there  had  been  any  doubt  as  to  whether 
or  not  we  should  have  accepted  his  invitation, 
it  is  gone  now. " 

Von  Derp's  eyes  opened,  then  narrowed. 
It  occurred  to  him  suddenly  that  romance 
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always  pictured  beautiful  maids  as  b«n* 
^^y  -««ptible  to  the  faSna^oSnf 

domg     Whe«fo«  it  foUowed  ^t  he ToiS 
Mrs  Quain  in  the  cx,nservatoryfor  hJ  Xf 

Js'Ct^rSii-  -— ^  t£f ?ut 

European  boulevanfe-and  she  alW  Uk^ 

once  he  lapsed  again  into  that  pS  s^teS 
ultra-courteous  way  she  dislikJd        '      *^' 

wouia  meet  with  his  approval.    I'm  not 
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saying  this  to  pain  you;  I'm  saying  it  merely 
to  save  you  a  disappointment. " 

Von  p«p  bowed  very  low,  and  with- 
drew.  A  few  minutes  later  Mrs.  Quain  saw 
his  lean  gray  motor  car  swing  down  the 
dnveway,  and  go  scuttling  off  toward  the 
telegraph  office.  He  was  driving.  It  was 
nearly  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when  he 
returned. 

Bruce  caught  his  guests,  one  after  another, 
starmg  at  him  curiously  as  he  received  them 
aboard  the  Pyramid— an  interest  bom,  he 
was  certain,  of  something  they  had  heard 
concerning   him.    It   could   only   be   that 
Twice  he  looked  inquiringly  at  Cicely,  and 
troce  die  looked  away  guiltUy,  her  face  rose- 
red.    Suddenly  she  was  overcome  with  the 
thought  that  she  had  betrayed  his  confidence 
7-and  it  A<«i  been  a  confidence.    All  at  once 
It  seemed  horrid,  and  unfair  to  him.    If  she 
had  only  stopped  to  think! 

Bruce  welcomed  his  guests,  then  with  a 
word  of  apology  vanished  into  the  tiny  galley 
leavmg  them  alone  in  the  cabin.  There  was 
an  odd  Uttle  restraint  over  aU-a  silence  bom 
of  some  queer  psychological  condition.  The 
silence  was  broken  at  last  by  Skeets,  who  had 
discovered   a   phonograph.    He  chucked  it 
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oyer  on  a  berth  and  began  nmunaging  for 
the  records.    PinaUy:  '-^"««Mig  lor 

he's*  "*  ^°"  phonograph  records?" 

rJlof^^"*  1*^*  ^^^  °^  *he  table,"  and 
C^qt^om  timist  his  head  out  of  the  iaUey 
^ere  beside  you,  Mr.  von  Deip." 

He  disappeared  into  the  gaUey  aifain 
Von  Derp  puUed  open  the  dra^^d^ 
hand  and  produced-the  ^/«,togra*A  «/  S 

upon  him  was  electrical.    Quickly  he  glanS 

started,  to  ask  a  question,  lifted  one  finger 
tohishps,wanungly.  When  he  spoke  thS 
^a  queer  obstruction,  it  seeiS.  in  S 

.  "?^>  *  «*°«*'  Mr-  Gaunt."  and  he 
h«ided  It  to  Skeets.    Again  witi  tS«g! 

n^^t  aanmand  to  sUence,  he  replaced  the 
phot(^raph  in  the  drawer  and  closed  it 
qmcldy.    A  moment,  while  the  pho^^h 

tr^n''^.'^^  '  ^  concert^'SS 
Bruce  thrust  his  head  out. 

"Ahnost  ready,"  he  tdd  them.  "Miss 
yuam,  come  and  serve  the  soup." 

There  was  no  will-you-kindly,  or  if-you- 
Please.  or  by-your-leav^^ust  a  plain,  unvar- 
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niahed  oonunaad  to  oome  and  aerve  the  «mp. 
Cicdy  went.  It  didn't  once  occur  to  her  to 
«ftiae,  but  there  was  defiance  in  the  blue, 
Mue  eyes  as  she  entered  the  tiny  galley.  He' 
was  going  to  scold  her  Tor  repeating  what  he 
had  said  to  her  in  confidence!  She  would 
brazen  it  out! 

"You  told  them,"  he  remarked  quietly,  as 
she  stood  beside  him.    It  was  not  a  question. 

"Why  shouldn't  I  have  told  them?  "    she 
taunted. 

"No  reason  at  all." 

"  It  was  only  fair  that  my  mother  should—  " 

"Quite  right,"  he  agiy-d.  "I  don't  mind. 
I  merely  wanted  to  underetand. " 

The  unexpectedness  of  his  attitude  left 
Cicely  speechless  for  an  instant,  then: 

"I— I  didn't  tell  them  all," 

"Very  well,  I  will." 

The  soup  course  finished,  Bruce,  with  a 
word  of  apology,  opened  the  drawer  where 
von  Derp  sat  and  with  no  sign  of  embarrass- 
ment or  uneasiness,  took  out  the  photograph 
and  passed  it  to  Mrs.  Quain. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  that?  "  he  questioned,  and 
tiien,  as  he  rummaged  through  the  leoonls: 
"There's  a  Caruso  solo  here  scnnewheie. 

We'll  have  him  with  the  fish. " 

tt 
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hJ'^^  reappeanmce  of  the  picture  there 
Bad  come  again  across  von  Deip's  face  a 
fleetmg  tenseness;  in  the  faces  of  the  others 
was  only  curiosity, 
''What  is  this?"  asked  Mra.  Quain. 

t^v  i'  *  P!!°^K~pJ»  of  an  interesting  his- 
toncalrehc,"  Bruce  explained.     "You  know 
the  tradition  of  the  founding  of  the  Order  of 
the  Garter  m  England?    That  is  a  represen- 
tation of  the  original  garter  given  toTe 
Countess  of  Sahsburv  by  Edward  III     PoJ 
njany  year^  the  original  lay  in  the  British 
Mi^eum  and  photographs  were  nmde  of  it 
at  that  time.    About  a  year  agolheg^ 
was  stolen,  and  since  then  the  poUce  otZ 
world  have  been  searching  for  if  ?t  Sn^^ 

«i^  to  be  in  the  possession  of  a  nX 
nous  Amenc^  criminal,  as  I  understand  Tt 
pne.  The  Hawk,  or  George  Hamn^n 
Wh.  as  he  was  known  at  the  timerfSs 
disa^earance.  ^  years  ago."  He  hadn't 
looked  up;  he  was  still  searching  the  records. 
Ah,  here's  Caruso!  Stick  him  on  the  ma 
chine  there.  Mr.  Gaunt. " 

Bruce  Irft  dead  silence  behmd  him  as  he 
S?T!:S  ^*°  *^  gaUey-dead  silenc^ 
and  startled  glances.  For  the  first  time  the 
sercmty  of  Mrs.  Quain's  face  was  dSS^! 
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Von  Derp,  oblivious  of  all,  was  staring,  star* 
ing  at  the  picture! 

"I  neglected  to  say,"  Bruce  added  cheer- 
fully, as  he  reappeared  at  the  head  of  the 
table  and  sat  down,  "that  there  is  a  vague 
belief  among  the  police  that  I  am  The  Hawk 
in  person.  I  thought  it  only  fair  that  you 
should  understand." 

Again  dead  silence!  For  some  reason  she 
couldn't  have  explained  there  came  a  sudden 
change  in  Cicely's  feelings  toward  this  man. 
Perhaps  it  was  bom  of  his  candor;  his  will- 
ingness to  make  his  position  clear  to  those 
about  him.  After  aU,  there  is  something 
admirable  in  the  bold  man  regardless  of  what 
he  may  be.  And  if  it  should  develop  that 
Bruce  Colquhoun  and  The  Hawk  were  the 
same!  Cicely  flushed,  then  paled,  at  the 
thought.    The  silence  seemed  interminable. 

"What  an  odd  ring!"  The  necessity  of 
saying  something  wrvmg  the  trivial  remark 
from  Cicely.  The  reference  was  to  a  ring  on 
Bruce's  left  hand. 

"  'Tis  curious,  isn't  it?"  Bruce  assented. 
" I  picked  it  up  in  Russia. "  Then  to  Skeets: 
"What's  the  matter  with  Caruso?  Won't 
he  work?" 

Skeets  turned  to  start  the  phonograph,  and 
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?St     5?**  Off  the  ring  and  handed  it  to 
it^^  ™,  fro^  contact  with  his  hand! 
Its  beautiful,  isn't  it?"  she  consented. 

111  be  pleased. "    Bruce  added.  couSeoiS? 
With  your  mother's  pennission.  of  course? 

ItmayservetoremindyoutobemoreSt 
m  dangerous  waters. "  »««w; 

Mre.  Quain  arched  her  beautiful  brows 
questioningly,  "«tuuim  orows, 

"In  Russia,  where  I  lived  for  many  years  " 
Bnice  took  the  trouble  to  e^^l^^ZT^;^ 
to  the  admirer  that  which  is  admired  K 
you'n  permit  your  daughter  to  ^^this? 
It  8  of  no  real  value;  it's  only  odd. " 

Mrs.  Quain  was  never  quite  certain  why 
«*e  assented  to  the  request;  nor.  indeed  w2 
*e  certain  of  «iything  else  par^S^'^ 
came  to  pass  during  the  remainder  of  X 
dmner  She.  too.  felt  the  curious,  fascist W 
qiMlity  of  the  man  of  mystery.      ^™™« 

Skeets  was  plugging  along  in  his  search  for 
a  mi^mg  rhynie.  Once  he  grew  d^^ 
and  P'm^t  wished  his  name  was  Pe3^    ' 

Mrs.  Quam,  at  Bruce's  right,  became  mn 

««  "««I.t!r  of  ten*  .ttentte.    She  l«*ed 
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Up  to  find  Bruce  staring,  with  dead-white 
face,  at  a  porthole  directly  over  Cicely's 
shoulder.  Involuntarily  her  eyes  followed 
his.  There,  against  the  glass  of  the  port- 
hole, was  a  man's  face '  'Twas  only  a  fleeting 
glimpse  she  had  of  it,  but  even  in  that  instant 
she  seemed  to  isolate  the  foreign  qualities 
in  it.  The  features  were  of  an  Italian  cast. 
And  as  they  looked,  it  vanished. 
"What  is  it?"  she  asked. 
"Nothing. "  Brace's  tone  was  casual,  but 
his  quick  eyes  warned  her  to  silence.  "Par- 
don me  a  moment ! " 

He  arose  and  went  out  on  deck.  For  five, 
ten,  fifteen  minutes  he  was  gone.  When  he 
reappeared  her  closest  scratiny  of  his  features 
told  her  nothing;  but  he  was  dripping  wet 
from  head  to  toe. 

"I  tumbled  overboard,"  he  explained, 
tersely.  "And,  now  if  I  may  beg  to  be 
excused?  I've  received  an  unexpected  s\mi- 
mons  to  the  dty,  and  I  must  answer  it." 
Inquiring  glances  were  turned  upon  him. 
"No,  I  haven't  been  arrested,"  he  assured 
them.    "The  Hawk  isn't  caught  yet!" 

There  were  two  telegrams  waiting  at  Step- 
ping Stones— one  for  von  Derp  and  one  for 


MV  LADY^  GARTER 


>9l 

JJ^pcS^-    V-^'-wa-curtaulto 

"My  daughter',  hud  U  pledged  to  another. 

"Broxaw  Hamilton." 
The  telegram  to  M«.  Quain  was  longer 
•°d  vartly  astonidiing  to  her:  ' 

^t!JST^^  Mairime  of  young  o«uat  and  Oed^ 
^J-tely^pe^tive.     MayTL  only^^fto'^v: 

"BWMUW." 

she'^d'  °^  *"  *^  unreasonable  requests!" 


CHAPTER  IX 

UNDER  the  watchful  eyes  of  two  of 
Meredith's  satellites,  August  von  Derp 
stepped  into  a  dory  on  Peggotty  Beach  and 
rowed  out  to  where  the  Pyramid  was  lazily 
swinging  back  and  forth  with  the  tide. 

"HeUo,  aboard!"  he  hailed. 

There  was  no  answer.  The  dory  bumped 
gently  againsi;  the  motor  boat,  and  von  Derp 
took  a  half-hitch  around  a  chock.  Again  he 
hailed;  still  there  was  no  answer.  After  a 
moment  of  hesitation  he  made  fast  and 
scrambled  over  the  side,  where  he  proceeded 
to  thump  lustily  on  the  sliding  door  which 
led  into  the  cabin.  Meredith's  men  on  shore 
watched  him  curiously  as  he  pushed  open 
the  door  and  vanished  down  the  ccmpaaion- 
way. 

For  a  minute  or  more  von  Derp  stood 
motionless  in  the  deserted  cabin,  with  eyes 
darting  hither  and  thither.  Everything  indi- 
cated that  Bruce  had  departed  htirriedly. 
The  dessert  dishes  and  coflfee  cups  were  still 
on  the  table;  even  the  photograph  of  the 
Coimtess  of  Salisbury's  garter  lay  where  von 
Derp  himself  had  placed  it.  On  the  floor, 
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soaking  wet,  was  the  clothing  Bp 

worn  the  night  before.    He  hadn't  taken 

tune,  even,  to  wring  them  out. 

c*-^  *^^  *^^  """^  ^^^  saw  and  under- 
f^.  Whatever  had  been  his  puqx^e  ia 
b^g  the  Pyramid  there  lemaiJIer  no 
doubt  of  his  mtention,  now  that  he  had  found 

t!^t°TL^^?T*-  '*  ""^  *°  ^^-  He 
I^w-  ^^  i"*"  delibei^tely,  with  a  vast 
attention  to  detail.  Fii^t  there  were  the 
drawers  of  the  gravity  table.    He  puUed 

gJPj?^*^«  "^Sement  of  its  contents  in 
his  mind,  then  proceeded  to  haul  everything 

^l^^m^  ""^  *^y  °^  f °rty  phono- 
graph records,  two  or  three  books  in  which 

he  took  no  mterest  after  glancing  at  the  blank 
pages  m  front,  a  sextant,  and  a  pair  of  pipes 
ma  morocoo  case  which  bore  the  stainp^ 
a  dealer  m  St.  Petersburg.    Also,  there  were 
wntmg  materials-pens,  pencils,  paper,  blot- 
ting paper,   and   an  airtight  inkweU.    AU 
these  things  von  Derp  examined  minutelv 
paying  particular  attention  to  the  blotting 
paper     PmaUy  he  shook  his  head,  and  beg^ 
to  replace  the  various  articles  in  the  drawer. 
It  was  a  tribute   to  the  accuracy  of   his 
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memory  that  when  he  had  finished  even  Bruce 
would  never  have  known  he  drawer  ?  ad  been 
opened. 

The  big  drawer  on  the  other  side  of  the 
gravity  table  contained  only  navigation  charts 
and  to  these  von  Derp  paid  no  attention. 
Instead  he  began  systematically  ransacking 
tLe  lockers  beneath  the  berths  on  the  port 
side.  Here  he  found  table  linen,  bed  linen, 
articles  of  personal  apparel,  a  huge  box  of 
smoking  tobacco,  and  another  huge  box  of 
cigarettes— singularly  enough,  they  were 
Regents.  As  von  Derp  noted  the  brand  he 
smiled. 

Without  haste  von  Derp  now  turned  his 
attention  to  the  lockers  on  the  starboard 
side.  Apparently  these  were  filled  with  cloth- 
ing—overcoats, sweaters,  flannels,  tweeds, 
evening  dress,  shoes,  collars,  ties— all  those 
things  that  make  the  outward  man.  Wher- 
ever there  was  a  pocket  von  Derp's  deft 
fingers  found  the  bottom  of  it.  He  didn't 
shirk  the  labor,  although  nothing  came  of  it. 
The  starboard  lockers  gone  over  to  his 
satisfaction,  von  Derp  leaned  back  in  his 
chair  and  thoughtfully  regarded  the  remaining 
lockers— those  under  the  long  seat  in  the  bow. 
Once  he  started  to  light  a  cigar,  but  thought 
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b««er  of  it.  for  he  blew  out  the  match  he 
had  ^ruck  and  dropped  it  on  the  Cfaf^ 

^et     With  the  agar  fixed  between  his 
te^.  he  turned  his  attention  to  his  work 

Here,  for  the  first  time,  von  Derp  found 
locfa  to  oppose  him.    With  the  ^ed^rof 

without  troubl^to  find  that  the  locki  w2 
empty  save  for  a  footing  belt  with  1^, 
a  shot  gun,  a  revolver,  and  thrw  box*.,  of 
-rtr^ciges,    He  stareii  ;t  the^TSr^'Sth 
out  touchmg  them,  then  carefully  relcSS 

as  before  he  began  work  on  the  second  locker 

1 1£  12  f,.^t-^d  he  found  inside^Sy 
a  tm  case,  this,  too,  locked 

on^n  ^^'  ^  ^'"^^  ^«  °f  satisfaction 

thin^n  ""'""^^^'^y-  ^^^  ^^  somi 
thmg  promising  at  last.  It  was  ten  minutes 
before  von  Derp  laid  back  the  top  ofTe  S 
^^thout  foree  and  without  ha4ig  defacS 

^U  o^bT  *"^^  °^^-  ^"^"^  he^fouifr^ 
n>n  of  biUs-seemingly  four  or  five  hundred 

S";,  2  '°°i^f  **  *^«°  ^thout  touchS 
thm.  closed  and  locked  the  tin  box,  repj^ 

It  m  its  receptacle,  then  locked  that. 
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Remained  only  the  slim  chance  of  finding 
the  thing  he  sought,  whatever  it  was,  in  the 
Uttle  gaUey.  No,  here  was  stiU  another 
chance— another  locker  beside  the  engine 
hood.  Von  Derp  raised  the  Ud;  it  was  a  tool 
box.  He  was  about  to  turn  away  when  he 
caught  sight  of  a  book  of  some  sort  thrown 
in  carelessly  with  the  tools.  He  dug  it  out— 
"Engine  Troubles"  was  the  title— glanced 
at  the  blank  pages  in  front,  and  replaced  it. 
A  black  smudge  of  oil  on  one  hand  was  his 
reward  for  thoroughness.  He  wiped  it  oflE 
as  best  he  could  with  his  handkerchief. 

The  gaUey  was  here  almost  behind  him. 
He  turned  and  glanced  in,  and  bracing  him- 
self with  a  hand  on  either  side  of  the  narrow 
door,  stood  for  a  moment  appraising  the  con- 
tents of  the  tiny  nook.  It  was  as  complete 
a  miniature  kitchen  as  he  had  ever  seen,  and 
generously  stocked  with  stuffs  secured  in 
racks.  Obviously,  there  was  Uttle  need  to 
search  here,  but — 

Von  Derp  started  forward  eagerly,  with  a 
glitter  of  triumph  in  his  eyes  at  something  he 
had  seen.  It  was  a  spindle  on  which  were 
several  sheets  of  paper.  He  slipped  oflf  the 
first.  It  was  nothing  more  important  than 
a  laundry  list,  setting  forth  in  due  fonn  that 
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Bruoe  Colquhoun  was  possessed  of  so  many 
coUara,  and  shuts,  and  socks,  and  so  many 
other  things-^rtainly  nothing  to  aroJe 
the  tense  interest  von  Deip  display^^  I^ 
^  °°*  ^P^fd  sUp,  but  a  m^o^dui 
wntten  evidently  by  Bruce  himself  for  his 
own  mformation. 
There   was    something    sardonic   in   von 

tKwk    folded    the  shp   carefuUy,   placed  it 
therem.  then  stowed  it  away  agSn  T^h^s 
eagerness  he  failed  to  notice  that  he  1^ 
dropped  another  slip^of  paper' 
When  Bruce  came  aboani  the  Pyramid  half 

out  at  length  m  a  deck  chair  smoking  W 

nously  and  gazing  out  upon  Bass'  Cove  ^A 

beat^c  satisfaction  upon^  fa^.       ^^  "^"^ 

Hello!"  Bruce  greeted. 

"Good  morning,"  von  Deip  returned.    He 

feet  mechamcal  action.  "I  ran  out  to  pTv 
my  dmner  caU.  found  the  boat  deserted.  Sd 
^de^myself  comfortable  here.    I  was  aW 

and  his  eyes  swept  the  immaculate  figure  from 
the  yellow  hair  to  the  white  bucksldTbW 
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^^  "Glad  you  came  out, "  he  remarked  at  last 
I  want  a  little  talk  with  you.    Pardon  me 
just  a  moment. " 

anJtw'^^P^  ^°^  *^«  companionway 
and  shot  a  quick,  searching  glance  about  the 
cabm.    Evidently  he  was  satisfied,  for  he 
returned  immediately. 
•■They  tell  me, "  von  Derp  remarked  lazily, 

that  It  s  seven  miles  in  an  air  hne  to  that 
wireless  mast  on  Brant  Rock.  It  looks  as  if 
one  might  throw  a  stone  and—" 

"Mr.  von  Derp,  you'll  pardon  me  if  I  seem 
impertinent,  won't  you?"  Bruce  interrupted. 

TTiere  are  some  things  I'd  like  to  know  about 

There  was  an  expression  of  polite  surprise 
on  TOn  Derp's  face— nothing  else. 

"For  instance?"  he  queried. 

"I'd  like  to  know  who  you  are,  where  you 
came  from,  and  satisfy  myself  that  you're 
only  what  you  seem  to  be!"  Bruce  stated  it 
cnsply,  pointedly. 

"I  am  August  von  Derp,  son  of  Wilhehn 
von  Derp,  junior  partner  in  the  banking  firm 
of  Hegeman,  von  Derp  &  Company  of 
Amsterdam,  Holland,"  was  the  precL  reply. 
I  came  to  this  country  on  a  jaunt,  just 
knockmg  about,  you  understand;  and  among 
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S^SSh  ^troduction  I  brought  one  to 
Mr.  Brokaw  Hamilton  in  New  York.  He  and 
my  faAe.  are  associated  in  btxsiness  some 
J^y.  I  prated  the  letter  to  Mr  hS! 
to^and  he  sent  me  along  up  here  with  his 

The  eyes  of  the  two  men  met  unwaver- 

Wi^olored  brows;  in  Brace's  there  seemed 

to  be  only  tense  curiosity. 

"I'm  afraid  I  don't  undemand  the  last 
part  of  your  quescion."  von  Derp  continued 
gterahttle.    "Amlonly  what  Iseem  to£i 
oy  that  you  mean  just  what?" 
Jli  ^^«^  y°"^  pardon,  really."    There  was 
cnsp  courtesy    m    Bruce's   manner.     "I'm 

f V  "'  T^'^f  ^'"^  *°°  ^^  i°  what^ 
say.  Womed  hues  appeared  suddenly  in  his 
smooth  brow.    "I  can't  explain,   but  Tt  is 

with  whom  I  come  m  contact.  I've  done 
you  an  mjustice.    Panion  me." 

Von  Derp  waved  his  exquisite  hands  as  if 
to  dismiss  the  subject. 

T  JlZ  ^^  r^°"'  *°  ^°^  ^^^  y°"  think 
I  might  have  been-or  what  you  think  I  am  " 
he  said.  ' 

"I  don't  know  that  I  can  answer  that 
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question,"  Bruce  told  him  frankly,  "There 
was  something  in  your  manner  last  night 
when  you  chanced  upon  that  photograph  of 
the  Countess  of  Salisbury's  garter  that— 
that— I  don't  know  what  I  did  think.  I 
merely  got  an  impression  that  your  interest 
in  It  was  more  tense  than  it  would  have  been 
m  an  ordinary  person. " 

"I  think  I  comprehend,"  and  von  Derp 
nodded  understanding^.    "You  yourself  be- 
mg  under  suspicion— I  refer  to  it  only  because 
you  did— you  thought  perhaps  that  I  might 
be  a — a  detective,  say?" 
"No,  it  was  hardly  that." 
"Or  even  perhaps  The  Hawk?" 
Bruce  made  a  quick  gesture  of  impatience. 
It  s  absurd,  aU  of  it,"  he  declared  flatly, 
if  you'll  be  good  enough  to  overlook  what 
must  seem  to  be  an  uncalled  for  interest  in 
your  affairs  I'U  be  deeply  obliged.    I  should 
have  known,  of  course,  that  as  a  guest  of  the 
Quams— the  Hamiltons— please  pardon  me  " 
He  arose  abruptly.    "I'm   tired   to  deatii. 
Will  you  join  me  in  a  Uttle  Scotch?" 

Bruce  vanished  down  the  companionway 
and  some  subtle  change  came  into  von  Derp's 
face.  It  was  a  curious  hardening  of  his 
expression,  a  cunning  glint  in  his  shallow  eyes. 
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»™L''°°'***'"  """^  °**P  observed,  "if  you 
would  answer  the  same  question?" 
What  question?" 

"Whoareyou?  Where  do  you  come  from? 
Are  you  only  what  you  seem?" 

"You  have  the  advantage  of  me, "  and  there 
was  a  trace  of  bitterness  in  Bmce's  toS 
myS'^"^"  "°  ^»*«^°«s  whatever  about 

"I  wondered!"  von  Derp  sipped  appre- 
^tzvely  at  the  dri;Jc.  "I  wondS  !f^lZ 
could  answer  a  question  as  to  what  actuily 
^ppened  last  night  when  you  left  the  dinn«^ 

»!;  ^^  returned  dripping  wet?" 

with    J  T  '  ""^^^  *^^*'"  B"''*  replied 
with    darkening   expression.     "I    can    onlv 
say  I  anticipated  a  grave  danger  to  aU  of  us 
axid  nothmg  happened.    That  danger  still 
threatens  me.    That's  all." 

Oddly  «iough,  it  came  to  pass  that  two 
men  who  had  regarded  each  other  with  open 
«^aon^ook  hands  cordi.Uy  when  C 
Derp  tojk  his  leave.  Bruce  spent  the  after- 
noon tidying  up  the  Pyramid,  and  tinkering 
^th  her  engme.  Just  before  sundown  he 
wrote  a  bnef  note  to  Cicely  and,  f oUowed  by 
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gasoline  supply" 
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one  of  Meredith's  men,  walked  over  to  the 
village  post  office. 

Nijjit  came,  a  night  of  overhanging  clouds, 
tangibly  dark  and  moistly  warm.  From  the 
deck  of  the  Pyramid  Bruce  could  see  the 
bobbing  night  light  of  the  Maid-of-the-Sea, 
less  than  a  hundred  feet  away,  seaward;  and 
on  shore,  above  the  murmur  of  the  ebbing 
tide,  he  heard  her  pilot,  left  in  charge  by 
Meredith,  in  loud  conversation  with  old 
Cap'n  Barry.  There  was  no  mistaking  their 
voices.  Wherefore  it  came  upon  him  sud- 
denly that  the  pilot,  anxious  for  a  bit  of 
human  companionship,  had  left  the  Maid- 
of-lhe-Sea  deserted  for  the  moment.  He  came 
to  his  feet  quickly,  and,  after  a  long  scrutiny 
of  the  skies,  went  below  and  pulled  on  his 
bathing  trunks. 

This  done,  Bruce  placed  a  record  in  the 
phonograph  and  started  it;  old  Cap'n  Barry 
and  the  pilot  of  the  Maid-of-the-Sea  paused 
to  listen.  One  record  finished,  there  was  a 
pause  of  perhaps  five  minutes;  then  Bruce 
put  on  another,  and  started  that.  As  its  first 
strains  reached  the  ears  of  those  ashore,  Bruce 
slid  silently  over  the  side  of  the  Pyramid, 
into  the  water,  and  struck  cut,  swimming 
rapidly,  for  the  Maid-of-the-Sea. 
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Z^^u'^''  ^^  ^*°  ^'^  "'bin.  disS^ 
nected  her  gasoline  supply,  stuffed  the  supply 

He  had  almost  reached  the  Pyramid  auain 
when  the  record  stopped.  Upherrid?^ 
dambered.  and  thirty  ^condf  later  a  new 
record  was  playing.  Watchful  as  they  had 
been,  Meredith's  men  on  shore  had  pe^ivS 
^break  m  the  music  longer  than  w^^ 
sary  to  change  a  record. 

•Twas  less  than  a  minute  later  that  the 

was  cranked,  then  settled  down  to  a  nw* 
the  waves  curled  away  from  her  bow  and  she 

SbT^J"'°*'^^°P*°-  Camea^ddt. 
^H  M^?°"'  *  "^P^g  of  the  paS 
and  Meredith-s  sateUites.  some  pictui^u* 

Matd-of-the-Sea,  rowmg  madly.    Bruce,  run- 

nrng  dark,  looked  back  once,  just  befcie  he 

rounded  Second  Cliff.  ^^ 

J'lt  wiU   take  them  an  hour  to  get  her 

gomg."  he  remarked  to  himself  contite^J? 

^d  by  that  time  I  ought  to  be  off  Hull.^' 

So  the  hare  was  on  her  way  again-  the 

hound  waUowed  hdple^y  in  th^e^Jh  oJ 


"I  LOVE  YOUl"  ,„ 

There  waa  another  great  robbery  in  the 
suburbs  of  Boston  that  night,  this  being  in 
Cambridge.  The  Weldon  Blakes  were  the 
victims  in  this  instance,  losing  jewels  valued 
at  about  twenty  thousand  dollars.  In  this 
case,  as  in  the  other,  a  note  was  found: 

"My  complimenta  to  Mr.  Metedith. 

"The  Hawk." 

Prom  gloomy  contemplation  of  Bruce 
Colquhoun's  daring  escape  in  the  Pyramid, 
Meredith  was  aroused  to  this  new  robbery. 
Stranger  than  any  other  feature  of  it,  to  him 
at  least,  was  the  fact  that  this  second  note 
was  in  a  handwriting  totally  different  from  the 
first!  He  scuttled  off  madly  to  get  the 
opinion  of  an  expert.  Dr.  Harvey,  on  it. 
Again  the  tedious  examination  and  compari- 
son, after  which: 

"There  are  marked  resemblances  in  this 
second  note  to  the  specimen  you  submitted 
with  hieroglyphics  in  the  comer, "  the  expert 
declared,  "but  they  are  not  by  the  same  hand. 
There  is  great  dissimilarity  in  the  first  note 
and  the  second,  but  they  are  by  the  same  hand/  " 

Meredith  toddled  along  to  Professor  Wayne. 

"  This  second  note, "  that  learned  gentleman 
asserted,    "is  unquestionably  in  the  same 
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handwnting  as  the  specimen  with  the  hiero- 
glyphics in  the  corner.  That  first  note 
therefore,  was  not  written  by  the  individual 
who  wrote  either  this  second  note  or  the  hiero- 
glyph specimen!" 
Meredith  went  away,  holding  his  head. 


CHAPTER  X 
•Dbar  Miss  Quain: 

"I  forgot  to  mention  that  there  is  a  charm  upon 
that  ling — 'whosoeArer  hath  this  ring  shall  love  me 
forever,  and  be  beloved  of  me ! ' 
"Sincerely, 

"Brucb  Colquhoun." 

Cicely  read  the  note  again,  and  yet 
again,  the  while  a  wistful  tenderness  crept 
into  the  blue,  blue  eyes  and  the  tyranni^ 
curve  of  her  rose-red  lips  softened.  It  was 
not  a  surprise,  this  note;  in  her  own  mind  she 
likened  it  to  the  writer — impertinent,  rays- 
terious,  fascinating.  Of  course  she  would 
snub  him  for  it  when  she  met  him  again — 
that  was  his  due  for  daring  to  write  such  a 
note;  but  after  all,  the  fooUsh  little  ring  was 
very  dear  to  her!  He  had  worn  it— it  had 
come  to  her  warm  from  the  touch  of  his  hand ! 
"Shall  love  me  forever,  and  be  beloved  of 
me!"  And  even  at  that  he  might  be  a  thief , 
a  mtuderer! 

Skeets  came  bustling  in,  fresh  from  his 
matutinal  worship  at  the  shrine  of  Mercy 
Dale.  Cicely  rotised  herself  from  a  gentle 
reverie. 

213 


•M 


MY  LADY'S  GARTER 


A^^^'  ^°"  **°"''  '°^  "e.  do  you?"  she 
demanded  suddenly. 

Skeets  didn't  know  the  answer.  He  stood 
s^ock  still,  twisting  his  hat  like  a  bS3 
sch^y.  and  Iook«l  her  over  question^S^ 
^^^Why.ye-yes."hefaltenKi.    "I  su^i 

daiiSSr'-S  '*°'';  Cicely  repeated  dis- 
iZmlr     ^^««*^«t~thl    You  don't 

"  Well-er-since  the  other  day  when  you 

I'X'Mtir*."''-^^^^^^'  -  ^*  --. 

H«IS^'"^*'*°"''"C'^y~'n°»anded.    "I 
^uJT7°^'  "^  y°"  ''°°'*  hurt  my  feelings.  " 

he  assumed  a  near-melancholic  expression 
and  balanced  himself  on  one  foot.  ^P'^°°' 

fci'yS;^""^«*'^*'''"-*-^t-ng 

yo:t:*trtj:tte??^  ^^^  °^^  ^^-^^ 

"She's  beautiful,  isn't  she?"  Skeets  broke 
m^evantly.  his  poetic  soul  in  his  ey^ 
Pre^  sweet   smiple.  unspoiled,  and-'' 

"Nnw*w    C'^y°«idedunderetandingly. 
Now  that  we  understand  each  other    VU 
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tell  you  something.  My  mother  has  a  tele- 
gram from  my  father  in  which  he  declares 
that  I  must  marry  you  at  once!  Mustt 
Do  you  understand?" 

"Must?"  Skeets  repeated  the  word  rebel- 
liously. 

"I'm  sure  I  don't  want  to  marry  you,  and 
I  don't  think  you  want  to  marry  me. " 

"Well,  let's  don't!"  It  was  a  clever 
thought— for  Skeets.  "You  know,"  he 
rushed  on,  "my  father  told  me  if  I  didn't 
marry  you  he'd  give  all  his  millions  to  the 
Fiji  Islanders.  Gad!  You  know,  I  think 
I'll  let  him  do  it.  What  would  money  be  to 
me  if  the  woman  I  loved — " 

"It's  a  bargain  then?"  Cicely  asked.  "We 
won't?" 

"We  won't!"  Skeets  promised.  They 
shook  hands  on  it.  Came  another  thought: 
"  Is  there  another  man?  " 

"Why?"  Cicely  parried, 

"It's  not  von  Derp?" 

"No,  it's  not  von  Derp!" 

"Good!"  Skeets  commented.  "I  don't 
like  his  yellow  whiskers."  He  started  up- 
stairs, but  paused  at  the  door.  "By  the 
way,"  he  added,  "that  chap  we  had  dinner 
with  was  The  Hawk." 
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Qcely  came  to  her  feet,  crumpling  the  note 
m  her  dender  fingers.  For  a  St^S 
W  heart  stood  stUl,  and  words  faCt 
S  ^**  '*^  **  the  poet.  He  WM 
f^^edatherpaUorand^ooicas^ 

waI^SJl^"^^"^f*'^^"    Her  question 
Wi?^         '"Articulate.     "Has    he  con- 

""^s'Sa.     he  explained     "Pnf  i,»  —  j 
getaway  last  nigh^TaUeft  ^JTmL' 
dra  and  the  flock  of  men  he  had  here  on  watS 
g^Ptng  for  breath.    He  swam  out  f^m  ^t 

lus  bare  footprints  on  deck-^d  discoLS 

"V^r^    » .^  i'jrawirf  was  gone!" 
»,«.       „  ?^;   ^'*'y  ^^  bi^thmg  quickly 
her  small  hands  were  still  clenched/' whr£ 
you  say  he  WW  The  Hawk?"  ^ 
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"Oh,  the  mere  fact  that  he  ran  away  like 
that  proves  it, "  Skeets  informed  her.  "  But 
I  wouldn't  lose  any  sleep  about  it.  He  was 
an  impertinent  ass,  anyway!" 

Skeets  went  on  upstairs.  For  a  long  time 
Cicely  sat  motionless,  torn  by  emotions  she 
had  never  known  before.  FinaUy  she  could 
stand  it  no  longer.  She  flung  a  veil  aboitt 
the  sensuous  hrick-red  hair  and  started  toward 
the  beach.  It  just  happened  that  Meredith, 
who  had  run  down  to  Satuit  in  a  rage  to  caU 
oflf  his  ferrets— and  incidentaUy  to  address 
them  at  some  length  on  the  general  subject 
of  stupidity— met  her  in  the  road. 

"Well,  he  got  away, "  he  greeted  her. 

"You  are  the  very  man  I  wanted  to  see," 
said  Cicely  "I  want  to  ask  you  one  ques- 
tion—you  1  St  answer  it.  Is  Mr.  Cc'  i- 
houn  a — a  thief?" 

"I  wish  I  knew,"  said  the  detective  rue- 
fully. 

"Or  a— a  murderer?" 

"I  can  only  say,  Miss  Hamilton— pardon 
me.  Miss  Quain— that  I  believe  he  is  both  a 
thief  and  a  murderer. " 

"But  you  don't  know?" 

Meredith  was  gazing  at  her  curiously.  He 
shook  his  head.  ; 
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''I  don't  know/"  he  confessed 

And  the  mere  fact  that  he-he  tbxx  away 
not  a  confession  of— of  guilt?  "  ^ 

Its  against  him,  of  course,"  Mei«iith 
^djudidaUy,"butitisnot;aS^ 

Jfou  ve  been  unable  to  find  him?" 

"UlSr»?  °°,*~'*  °^  ^  y«*'"  te  said. 
Ujtmiately,  of  course,  we'U  get  him. " 

« J??  "T^^^  "****  °°*e  ^d  from  Cicely's 
^^  finger  to.the  ground;  the  detSe 
stooped  courteously  to  pick  it  up.  AriSS 
at  the  sup^ption  on  the  envdope  a^d  ^ 
eyes  opened  wide.  With  a  little^  Cicdv 
snatched  it  from  his  hand.  ^^^  "^  ^"^y 
"That  note  is  from  Colquhoun."  It  was 
not  a  question     "I  know  his  handwriting^ 

It  IS,  yes."    Thei^  was  cahn  defiance  in 
Cicely's  manner.  ««*u«5  m 

"Will  you  give  it  to  me?" 
"No." 

"May  I  «c  it?" 
"No!" 

''Will  you  teU  me  what's  in  it?" 

I  wiU not! "indignantly 
The  detective  plucked  a  white-headed  fiower 
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from  a  near-by  weed,  and  whipped  it  idly 
against  his  knee. 

"If,"  he  asked,  "if  that  note  contained 
information  as  to  the  present  whereabouts 
of  Colquhotin,  would  you  allow  me  to  see  it?  " 
"No." 

"Will  you  give  me  your  word  of  honor," 
and  he  was  studying  her  white  face  tensely, 
"your  word  of  honor  that  it  contains  nothing 
which  would  give  a  clue  to  his  whereabouts 
directly  or  indirectly?  " 
"I  will  do  that,  yes— my  word  of  honor!" 
"That  is  sufficient." 

Meredith  bowed  courteously  find  went  on 
up  the  road,  busy  with  his  own  plans.  His 
fruitful  field  of  investigation  had  suddenly 
become  barren.  He'd  run  by  the  post  office, 
order  his  mail  forwarded,  and  clear  out  of 
Satuit.  For  the  present  at  least  there  was 
nothing  to  be  learned  here.  At  the  post 
office  he  had  another  surprise. 

In  his  mail  there  was  one  envelope  bearing 
the  return  address  of  a  big  New  York  hotel, 
but  the  postmark  showed  it  had  been  mailed 
in  Boston  on  the  previous  night.  The  en- 
velope had  been  directed  on  a  typewriter. 
Meredith  opened  it.  Inside  he  f  oimd  a  single 
sheet  of  paper,  evidently  a  scrap  of  wrapping 
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E  and  roughly  outlined  upon  it  was  a 

S2^n,'°"^'°'^-  It  se«n«i  to  be  thj 
^or  plan  of  a  residence,  marked  off  intJ 
^.1^.  closet^-and  against  one  S 
th^  closets  was  a  blue  cross.  Here  and 
there  m  the  sketch  were  other  cabaSShS> 

On  the  night  of  the  second  day  followini. 

aawUy  mto  the  big  mansion,  No.  21  Willow 
Street  m  a  suburb  of  Boston,  and  statired 
themselves,  one  on  each  side  of  t^  dSS 

stetch.    The  occupants  of  the  house.  Calhoun 

Meredith  s  men.  their  ordere  being  to  int^ 

StT^  °°  °7  "'°  ^«^*  enter  «.?h'SS 

le^le  it     Ke\°''  "^^  °°^  ^**^P*^S  ^ 
Z  °°'  tlie  trap  was  set' 

Ten  o'clock  struck,  then  eleven,  twelve 

^■fl  "^rT^^  *^«  "«°  waited.   re^vS 
andflashhghtsinhand.   The  faint  ^oS  of  S 
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night  had  died  completely  now;  the  sUence 
WM  tense-It  was  the  stiUness  of  the  tomb. 

AD  at  once,  without  having  heaid  a 
swmd.  Meredith  kneu,  there  was  some  one 
dSB  m  the  room.  His  muscles  grew  taut! 
Five  seconds,  ten  seconds!  Ther«  was  a 
faint  creakmg  in  the  direction  of  the  table 
in  the  center  of  the  room! 

Simultaneously  the  electric  flashes  of  Mer«- 
ditii  and  his  aid  blazed  in  the  direction  of 

his  perfectly  shod  feet,  was-von  J^\ 
TTiere  was  an  unlighted  cigarette  in  his  Ups, 
shghtly  parted  m  a  smile  which  crinkled  ^e 
corners  of  his  eyes.  His  hat  was  pushed 
back  so  tlmt  the  yeUow  fringe  of  his  hair 
S     f  ;,^^  ^^^  °°^  «'°^^  ^d  he  plucked 

qidlSy.*^*   ^°"'    ^'^^^^"   he   inquired 
"Yes,  but— " 
"Sh-h-h-h!    Not    so    loud!"    von    Dero 

toward  the  detective.    "And  shut  off  your 

J'^^Z^^  ^^^  ^  y°^  <^°ing  here?" 
Meredith  was  stammering  in  his  amazement. 
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"Shut  off  your  light,  you  fool!"    It  was  « 
l"««ig  command,  as  unlike  the  mathemati" 

caUycot«eousvonDen>asoneoorSe 
^d  be  aUent!  He  may  come  yet^^l 
^t  him  as  much,  or  more,  than  y<;i  do!" 
Inwlence  IS  bad  medicine  at  times  It  was 
m  this  mstance.    Meredith's  face  flushrf 

S^r'^*°^*'«^*'- a  velvet; 

Jngs.      Silently  Stallings  obeyed  the  o«S 

see  the  two  detectives  for  the  first  time.  In 
the  r«ht  hand  of  each  was  a  revolver.  He 
smiled  cynicaUy  as  he  noted  it. 
A^'J"^  WMt  him  as  much  or  more  than  we 
do!  Meredith  repeated,  his  keen  evS^f^ 
t«ed  upon  the  pladd  countenance  bef^ 
flun.  "You  want— B/Ao?" 
"Colquhoun— The  Hawk!" 

Von  Derp's  face  showed  clearly  his  aston- 
ishment at  the  question. 

inqS.^°''"''^°  ^  ^'  ^°°'*  y°^?"  he 

re^uLi^°^i°  ^°"  "^^  ^°"  ^'^' "  M^^th 
replied.       There  is  no  better  time  than  the 
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present  and  no  better  place  than  here  for 
you  to  give  a  detaUed  account  of  yourself; 
and  among  other  things,  you  might  explain 
your  presence  in  this  house  at  this  time!" 

Von  Derp  thrust  one  gloved  hand  into  the 
breast  pocket  of  his  coat,  and  two  revolvers 
chcked  ominously  in  his  face. 

"Why,  you  two  are  regular  policemen, 
arent  you?"  he  mocked.  "Permit  me  to 
mtroduce  myself."  He  took  out  an  engmved 
card  and  handed  it  to  Meredith.  "I  flattered 
myself  that  you  knew  me  all  along." 

Meredith  read  the  card: 


He«r  August  von  Dbw> 


InnUAL 

Stan  Siavici  o> 
Oniumr 


BuuK 


Von  Derp  questioned  the  two  men  with 
his  eyes;  the  mocking  smile  still  played  about 
his  lips. 

"Any  one  may  have  cards  engraved." 
Meredith  pointed  out. 
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Von  Derp  laughed. 

"You  are— what  is  it  you  Americaiu  My?— 

you  are  a  Missourian,  I  «ee."    Again  he 

thrurt  a  gloved  hand  into  his  breast  pocket, 

tins  time  to  produce  a  packet  of  papers.    To 

Meredith  he  handed  these.    "My  craden- 

ti^,   signed  by  the  Minister  of  Foreign 

Aflfam  of    Germany."     Meredith   glanced 

«T^  f«^printed  form  of  the  signature. 

And  further,"  von  Derp  cc  itinued,  as  he 

threw  back  his  coat  and  waistcoat  and  showed 

a  small  metal  shield  on  his  suspenders,  "mv 

badge  of  office."   > 

Without  a  word  Meredith  folded  the  paper 
and  returned  it  to  von  Derp,  who  accepted 
It  with  a  smile  and  restored  it  to  his  pocket. 
"  I  beg  your  pardon, "  Meredith  said  simply 
as  he  thrust  his  revolver  into  his  pocket- 
Stallings  did  likewise.  "May  I  ask  why  you' 
are  here?" 

"I  told  you,"  was  the  reply.    "I,  too, 

want  Colquhoun— The  Hawk. " 
•'How  do  you  know  he  is  The  Hawk?" 
"I  don't  know  it,  any  more  than  you  do 

I  only  suspect  it." 

"And  why  do  you— why  does  Germany 
want  him?" 

"Because  he  is  believed  to  have  in  his 
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poaession  certain  of  the  crown  jewels  o< 
Gennany,"  was  the  astonishing  reply.  "When 
I  say  I  want  him,  I  am  not  strictly  accurate; 
I  merely  want  the  jewels." 

Meredith  didn't  ask  for  details;  came  again 
into  his  face  a  shadow  of  suspicion. 

"May  I  ask,"  he  questioned,  "how  you 
happened  to  suspect  that  he  would  be  here 
to-night?" 

"May  I  ask,"  and  for  an  instant  there 
was  a  return  of  the  mocking  smile  to  von 
Derp's  lips,  "how  you  happened  to  suspect 
it?" 

"I  received  anonymously  a  rough  sketch 
giving  the  street  and  number,  and  a  date. 
I  worked  it  out.  It  seemed  to  point  "here.  I 
came." 

"It  was  I,"  and  von  Derp  paused  to  light 
his  cigarette,  "who  sent  you  the  sketch.  I 
credited  you  with  intelligence  enough  to  know 
what  it  meant,  and  you've  vindicated  my 
judgment.  I  knew  you  wanted  to  catch  The 
Hawk  red-handed,  and  had  authority  to 
arrest  him — I  have  not.  I  merely  wanted 
to  be  here  when  he  was  taken."  He  smiled 
ambiguously,  "Also,  I  thought  you'd  know 
the  handwriting  on  the  sketch.    It  is  mine." 

"Oh!"  said  Meredith,  after  a  long  paose. 
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awhSf^'  *""  °"*  ^  "«^*-    ^«'"  '^t 

onr^ha^  °^^  "*  impatient  gesture  with 

jy.  f^"^  ^«  Hawk  won't  venture  here 
now     he  complained.    "He's  no  fool.    He 
'^t  walk  into  a  house  where  a  light  has 
beenburmng  for  half  an  hour  at  thi^" 
We  U  wait  awhile, "  Meredith  repeated, 
bo,  the  three  men  waited.    They  were 
stmwaxtmg  when  the  sun  shot  her  fi^t  l^ 
?5.r^°x?^  ^^    Nothing  happenS 
SL^^^*^'  ^'  '^^  STthe 

yoii^^'',^""^^  '^^  ^  °««'«^  to  teU 
you,  von  Derp  remarked  casuaUy.  "I made 
It  a  pomt  to  seareh  the  Pyramid  the  othe^ 

wL^  *  *^^  °^  ^*^K  something  to 
,?tf^r'  ^"^  ^  '^'*-    However,  l^ 

"What  is  it?" 
JA^P^ph  of  the  Comitess  of  Sali> 

^Meredith's  eyes  opened  wide,  but  he  was 


CHAPTER  XI 

T  TNANNOUNCED.  Skeets  walked  into' 
^  his  father's  office  in  New  York,  put 
down  his  hat,  and  deposited  himself  on  a 
diair,  evidently  for  a  long  stay.  Old  John 
Gaunt  looked  up  from  his  desk,  then  con- 
tinued his  writing. 

"Hello,"    he   greeted.    "Where   do   you 
come  from?  " 

''Massachusetts,"  was  the  reply, 
"What  have  you  oeen  doing  up  there?" 

_  "I  went  up  there,"  Skeets  particularized,^ 

to  carry  out  your  wishes  and  win  Helen 
Hamilton,  I'm  back  now  to  say  that  I 
can't  marry  her  because  I  don't  love  her." 

"What!"  John  Gaunt  roared,  and  he 
whirled  around  in  his  swivel  chair.  "You 
don't  love  her?  You  say  that  after  aU  that 
gush  you  spilled  in  here  about  her?" 

Skeets  blushed  modestly, 

"I— I  find  that  I  was  mistaken, "  he  stam- 
mered, "I  interpreted  my  feelings  for  her 
m  the  Ught  of  a  stronger  emotion,  and— " 

"And  all  those  poems  you've  been  writinj? 
to  'Helen'?"  his  father  went  on.     "I  ran 
through  the  files  of  your  magazine  the  other 
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dayto  see  if  you  were  a  good  editor,  and  on 
ev«y  other  page  was  something  'To  Helen^ 

I  Tn^wf '  for  'em-theyre  funny!    Si 
I^  don  t  know  when  I've  enjoyed  anything 

h«^ "  ^sS;  ^  ^^^'^"^  «^y  feelings  for 

"They  remind  me  of  that  introduotn™ 
v«^  to  one  of  Bill  Nye's  boJks/^"^^ 
Gaunt  mterrupted.  "Ever  read  t?  It-^S 
s^g  like  this."  and  he  ,.oJ^. 

" 'Go.  Uttle  booklet,  go, 

Bearing  an  honored  name 
Tm  everywhere  that  you  haw  went 
They're  glad  that  you  have  came.' " 

''^X^"™   «»ere   is   no   comparison-" 
Skeets  began  defensively  *«"«« 

ir^.tl.^  "^  »-  -•  S^ 

"Not  Sammy,  please,  father!" 
^.  .??'*  so,  5am««/.  youVe  found  that  you 
don  t  love  Helen  Hamilton?  " 
^"Not  in  the  way  I  thought  I  did-ao. 
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"Why?" 

"I  don't  know,"  Skeets  confessed,  help- 
lessly. "  My  viewpoint  seems  to  have  under- 
gone some  psychological  change  and — " 

"And  you  won't  marry  her.  Won't  was 
the  word  you  used?" 

"  I  can't  marry  her.  That  was  the  word- 
con'//    She  doesn't  love  me. " 

"Impossible!"  exclaimed  John  Gaunt. 
"She  doesn't  love  you  after  all  that  chatter 
about—" 

"It  seems  that  she,  too,  misinterpreted — " 

"She  doesn't  love  you;  you  don't  love  her. 
Now  is  it  possible  for  you  to  love  anybody? 
Really  love  anybody?  " 

"It  is."    Skeets  was  quite  firm  about  it. 

"For  instance?" 

"I  do  love  somebody." 

"Who?" 

Skeets  picked  up  his  hat  and  stroked  it 
thoughtfully. 

"A  few  days  ago,  father,  Cicely— that  is, 
Helen — was  nearly  drowned  while  swimming. 
In  my  efforts  to  get  to  her  /  was  nearly 
drowned.    I  wts  rescued  by  a  girl,  and — " 

"  I  know  the  rest  of  it.    Who  is  she?  " 

"She's  the  daughter  of  a  lobster  fisherman 
and  mossar  in   the  little  town  of    Satuit, 
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in  Massachusetts.    She   is  weU  educated- 
worked  her  way  thxx«gh  RadcKffe.  STaU 

^^tT*  "^'  ^"'^  ^  *^«  '^^'^^ 
nower  that  blossoms  unseen  beside  the-" 

-  sot  you,  "his  father  interrupted.    "What 
dofc^  she  look  like?" 

thlt^ Y?  "^  "")*o*^^  same  type  as  Cicely- 
that  IS,  Helen,"  Skeets  explained  "Her 
h-r  «deep  red.  her  eyes  bluSSSt  th.-^ 

hi.  iLr^f  ^°°^'  *=^*^  American  woman?" 
his  father  demanded.  '•«-««ir   _ 

"Y«s,   American   to   the   core,    a   direct 
^^\"'  Mayflow^  ancstoi..  an^!!^* 
Whats  her  name?" 

^^MissDale."    Skeets  hesitated.    "Mercy 

"Her  name  is— what?" 
"Mercy—" 
"Mercy?" 
"Merey." 

"Help!    Where'd  she  get  it?" 
It  s  not  an  unusual  New  England  name 
I  adnure  it  very  much. " 

<= JkSL?T*  ^'^^  ^  ^  ^'-^el  chair  and 

scnbbledmdustriouslyforfiveminutes.  Thil 

,,Andy^«-«..  many  Helen  Hamilton?" 

"In  spite  of  my  expressed  wishes?" 
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'I'll give  up  the: 


!  money," 
"You'd   deliberately  make  a  pauper  of 
yourself  for  the  sake  of  this— what's  her 
name?    Say  it  again. " 

"Mercy   Dale!"    Suddenly   Skeets   went 
white. 

"And  then,  I  suppose,  you'd  go  out  and 
dig  ditches,  and  plow  fields  to  support  her?" 

"I  would,  yes." 

Old  John  Gaunt  swung  around  in  his  chair 
again,  and  leaned  back  and  laughed. 

"Good  boy!"  he  said  admiringly.  "You 
know,  Sammy,  I  don't  give  a  continental 
whoopee  in  the  hereafter  who  you  marry,  so 
long  as  she  is  a  good,  decent,  clean  American 
woman.  You've  got  the  real  Gaunt  spirit 
Good  boy!" 

Of  necessity  poets  are  psychologists,  but 
Skeets  couldn't  quite  fit  any  theory  that 
happened  to  be  around  loose  to  this  actual 
condition.  He  was  pondering  it  when  his 
father  went  on: 

"The  only  reason  I  wanted  you  to  many 
Helen  Hamilton,  anyway,  was  to  slip  one 
over  on  her  father.  And  now  even  that 
doesn't  matter.  Believe  me,  Sammy,  I've 
got  him  in  a  deal  and  sewed  buttons  all  up 
and  down  him,  front  and  back.    First  thing 
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he  knows  I'D  own  hia  railroads.  He  caUed 
»e  a  coal  heaver,  you'll  remem^.'^t, 
^thunontherun.  You  know, "  sSwJi? 
and  the  eyes  of  this  masterful  old^rS 
&ance  snapped.  "I've  an  idea  tSTUl 
Jke  for  you  to  many  his  daughter  now  tf 
he  thought  ifd  stop  my  fight  of  ^. "°'''  ^ 

of  W^  ''^  ^^^  *°  ^P^-  ^  the  Ught 
^A^Tr^'^  "^'^  ^''^^y-  but  he  didf -t 
His  dehcate  poetic  soul  was  appaUed  at  the 
^-ness  Of  this  financiaf^:^^::;^: 

d^yJ'^h^l"!^^'  ^"°"*°°  ^'^  the  other 
day?    his  father  ran  on.    "He's  had  detec- 

I  don^",;^^  '^  "^^  "^'^  *^  -  f°^4ht- 
I  don  t  know  just  why.  The  other  day  they 
--t  up^d  seardied  my  house  for^s^^ 
J«ason.  Ive  got  hun  on  the  run.  sonnv 
Now  get  out  of  here.  I'm  busy.  jL^^ve 
my  blessings  to  Mercy."  -^a  pve 

h«?°  ^  ^^^  °"*  ^^"*«  °^et  Dexter  in  the 
haU-Dexter  of  Scotland  Yanl,  the  ^S! 

recover  tfie  Countess  of  Salisbury's  garter! 


CHAPTER  XII 

MRS.  QUAIN'S  tranquil  face  was  fur- 
rowed by  spidery  lines  of  perplexity  as 
she  strolled  down  the  wide  lawn  from  the 
bouse  and  joined  Cicely  under  the  big  apple 
tree  beside  the  tiny  study  building.  For  the 
first  time  in  her  life  she  was  laboring  under 
the  weighf  of  a  grave  responsibility;  and  to 
her  credit  be  it  said  that  she  met  it  dutifully, 
albeit  unenthusiastically.  Upon  her,  at  the 
terse  command  of  her  husband,  had  devolved 
the  unpleasant  task  of  compelling  a  match 
between  Cicely  and  Skeets  Gaunt;  and  to 
her  aid  she  had  brought  all  her  diplomacy, 
all  her  gracious  tact,  even  maternal  coercion— 
thus  far  vainly. 

Cicely  was  sitting  upon  the  grass,  Turkish 
fashion,  thoughtfully  flinging  unripe  wind- 
fallen  fruit  into  the  thick  multi-flowering 
hedge.  She  looked  up,  instantly  on  the 
defensive,  and  sighed  wearily.  Here  was 
come  her  daily  grilling. 

"Has  Skeets  returned  from  New  York?" 
Mrs.  Quain  questioned,  as  she  sat  down. 
She  was  sweetly  oblivious  of  the  smouldering 
rebellion  in  her  daughter's  face. 

233 
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"Yes,    he    came   this   morning,"    Cicely 
i^hed.    then    pleadingly:    "No^    moS 
VJ^^  start  it  aU  over  again. " 
"Where  is  he?" 

mZ,^-  *  ^??«Jf**«-  f">m  your  father  this 
m«^mwh.eh  he  explains  that  unless  you 

S2^'  *t.       T  ^"""^  ««*  '"amed  imme- 
diately  the  whole  world  is  going  toTe 
denmition  bow-wows,  and-" 
"Cicely!" 

"I  don't  care.    I  won't  many  him.  and  " 

S^te?^"°°'*^-'^«'« 
f!^^  fL  .  ,  "°^  *  ^'^^  apple  spitefully 
and  accurately  at  a  strutting  robin.    "Why 

«  a  mamage  between  us  so  necessary  aU  at 

once?      she  demanded.    "WhenlVanti 

Skeets  I  couldn't  have  him.  and  nowXtl 

Mrs.  Quam  shrugged  her  shapely  shoulders 
^d  kid  a  graceful  hand  gentiy  upTS 
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to  her  hot  cheek.  Mrs.  Quain,  in  sUence,  was 
staring  out  dreamily  over  the  wimpling  waters 
of  the  harbor. 

"You  know,  mother,"  Cicely  ran  on  in  a 
strained,  tense  little  voice,  "I'd  be  sorry  for 
you  and  Pops  if  he  should  be  ruined  finan- 
cially, as  he  seems  to  think  he  will  be  if  I 
don't  marry  Skeets,  but  I  shouldn't  mind 
being  poor  myself.    I  don't  think  it  quite— 
quite  fair  that  he  should  put  all  the  respon- 
sibility upon   me.    I   don't  love  Skeets;  I 
thought  I  did,  and  I  daresay  if  the  elopement 
had— had  been  a  success  we  would  have  been 
happy  together,  but  now— not  now." 
"There  is  some  one  else.    Who?" 
"  No  one, "  Cicely  denied. 
"Is  it  Mr.  von  Derp?" 
"No!"    capitalized. 

Another  question  trembled  upon  Mrs. 
Quain's  lips,  but  she  didn't  ask  it.  Strange 
fears  lie  suppressed  deep  in  a  mother's  heart! 
After  a  moment  she  went  on: 

"Did  Skeets'  going  to  New  York  have  any 
connection  with  his — ^his  refusal  to  marrv 
you?"  ' 

Cicely  bobbed  her  head  vigorously;  the 
latent  fire  in  her  brick-red  hair  leaped  into 
flame. 


•3«  MY  LADY'S  GARTER 

f-ii'^*  ^\"  **  ««Pla»ned  specificaUy,  "to 
teU  h«  father  that  he  wJT^'y^ 


Miss  Dale  and  to  ask  him 
"Oh!" 


to  give — ' 


Old  Cap'n  Barry  came  nicking  alone  the 
ynndmg  road  from  Peggotty  Bea<*  STwe 
aspired  by  uncontrollable  «citS^? 

whii  Jr^*'^'"  '"'  y«"«*  at  the  snowy 
^^^^^a"ceri.-«*-P^Ston2: 

,-.r ^*  ■P3^'"««. "  he  bellowed.     "I'm  aeo- 
mg  over  now  to  teU  the  constable."         ^ 
Cicely  had  arisen,,  with  a  rush  of  color  to 

^bt^te^Tr^r^^'^^-^^^- 

tightnLs  ^'^  ^«- «^t  was  a  curious 

"Why, "  she  demanded  with  an  eflFort.  "a«5 
you  gomg  to  tell  the  constable?" 

Gomg  to  arrest  him,  by  gravy!"    The 

iNew  Yoric,  and  stole  a  lot  o'  diamens  and 
^Regular  thief,  you  i^"^^. 
the  Capn  continued  shrewdly,  "I  don't 
know  whether  you  heerti  it  or  i^ot  but  ole 
man  Bates  up  at  the  Center  's  bee«  m,I* 
lot  o-  chickens  lately,  to^r  ^""^  * 

Cap'n  Barry  went  racking  on  across  the 
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cata«eway  toward  the  village,  his  htaryine 
heels  lackiiig  up  little  spurts  of  dust  behind 
hun.  Motionless,  Cicely  stared  after  the 
^  saUor  man  untU  he  had  crossed  the 
bndge  spanning  the  backwater,  then  turned 
to  her  mother. 
"I'm  going  to  warn  Mr.  Colquhoun,"  she 

"Why?"  questioned  ITrs.  Quain.    "If  he 
M  a  thief  and  a  murderer! " 

uj'}   ^T\  *^"®^®   '*•"    Ci«ly    declared. 
Its  only  fau-  to  warn  him  after— after- 
He  saved  my  hfe.  you  know.    I  can't  stand 

byandseehim-arrested!"    The  word  came 
hollowly. 

In  that  instant  Mrs.  Quain  understood. 
Hopdessly  perplexed,  she  glanced  towanl  the 
beach.  There,  coming  along  the  road  toward 
them,  was  Bruce  Colquhoun  in  person.  He 
turned  in  the  drive  and  came  straight 
across  the  lawn.  With  fingers  locked  tightly 
together  behind  her  back,  Cicely  faced  him. 
Cap'n  Barry,"  she  said  tensely,  "has 
gone  for  the  constable  to  arrest  you." 

'' Thanks, "  he  said  simply.    Ther^  was  no 
other    greeting,    no    extraneous    matutinal 
^shes,  no  trite  comments  on  the  weather 
He  addressed  Mrs.  Quain:    "I  am  awar^ 


that  I 
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owe  you 


_       -J —  -ux  jrwuj-  daufffater 
apologies.    My  sudden  departure^ 


some 
other 


mght  ^ter  I  had  put  the  engine  of  the  Jf  aiS. 
^^  out  of  commission  must^!^ 
-eemed  cunous  to  you.  almost  a  confession 
of  those  charges  against  me.  It  was  «b^ 
lutdy  necessary  that  I  should  go.  andlqtX 

I  cant  explam  why.  My  return,  I  hwe 
will  convince  you  that  my  nmning  kway  ^' 
thn«8h  no  sense  of  f^Tlc^ba^ 
^^y^o,helieveme..Ic^«.X' 

He  was  searching  the  faces  of  the  two 
wonien-^otheranddaughter-withhisey^ 
A^.  Quam's  countenance  was  blank,  insau. 
taWe.  t^nquil;  but  deep  in  tT^SS, 

^J-  """^X"^  ««ing.  masked  by  the 

^««^suddenly.  and  her  finger,  were  iSed 
togethCT.    She  stdl  wore  the  ring!    "Who- 

soeva- hath  that  ring  shaU  love^  forww 
and  be  beloved  of  me!"  Jorever, 

Mrs.  Quain  spoke: 

J2^l^7^^^°^'^°^^^'  Mr.Colquhoun. 
Ah^y  I   have   thanked   you   for   savini^ 

Zt  tS?^;'  f — d  I  am  fre^  S^ 
thatpersonaUylhave  no  doubt  as  to  yoj 


■<-&~j 
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innocence.  On  the  other  hand,  you  will  tm- 
dentand  that  it  is  only  fair  to  us  and  fair  to 
yourself  that  we  should  know  who  and  what 
you  are.  I  recall  distinctly  that  you  have 
frankly  stated  that  these  charges  stood  against 
you,  but  I  don't  recall  that  there  Irs  been 
the  slightest  eflfort  on  your  part  to  .  adLJu 
them  away,  or  even  to  allow  u-,  to  u^^  1--- 
stand  who  you  are.  You  are  here  in.;rc':  - 
as  Mr.  Bruce  Colquhoun.  1  don'i.  cAen 
know  that  that  is  your  name. " 

"It  is  not,"  Bruce  told  her. 

"Then  what  is  your  name?" 

"That  I  can't  tell  you," 

"Who  are  you?" 

"That  I  can't  tell  you." 

I^Where  are  you  from?   What  do  you  do?" 

"Nor  can  I  answer  those  questions." 

"Why  not?" 

"I  can't  even  answer  that. " 

Mrs.  Quain  made  a  little  deprecatory 
motion  with  her  slim  hands. 

"You  yourself  compel  me  to  say  that,  in 
view  of  aU  these  things,  I  must,  out  of  defer- 
ence to  the  convMitions,  ask  you  to— ask 
you — " 

"I  understand  perfectly."  He  bowed 
slightly,  without  a  change  in  his  countenance. 
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"It  has  been  inconsiderate  of  me  to  expect 
you  to  continue  your— your  friendship,  if  I 
may  use  the  word.  The  withdrawal  of  your 
confidence  is  my  greatest  regret. "  His  eyes 
dropped  to  Cicely's  hands;  the  curious  little 
ring  he  had  given  her  flashed  in  the  sun. 
"May  I,  before  you  dismiss  me,  have  a  few 
words  with  your  daughter?" 

"In  my  presence,  yes,"  was  the  reply. 

There  was  no  embarrassment,  no  hesitation 
in  Bruce's  manner  as  he  turned  flatly  to  face 
Cicely,  still  deathly  white. 

"Captain  Barry  and  the  constable  are 
coming  across  the  causeway,"  she  said 
dully. 

"I'm  here,"  he  replied,  without  so  much  as 
a  glance  around.  "I'm  here,  if  they  want 
me."  He  seemed  to  dismiss  the  matter. 
"I  returned  to  Satuit,"  he  went  on,  "for 
several  reasons.  One  of  those  reasons  was 
to  try  and  make  you  and  your  mother  under- 
stand that  I  did  not  run  away  through  fear 
of  arrest;  another  was  that  I  thought,  just 
having  left  here,  I  would  be  safer  here  than 
anywhere  else  against  certain  menacing  con- 
ditions which  constantly  surround  me,  my 
idea  being  that  men  who  had  seen  me  flee 
the  place  would  not  expect  me  to  return. 
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My  third  reason—"    He  paused,  and  again 
glanced  down  at  the  ring. 

"Your  third  reason?"  Cicely  echoed 
faintly. 

"My  third  reason  was  to  see  if  you  still 
wore  the  little  ring  I  gave  you  aboard  the 
Pyramid,"  he  said  frankly.  "I  see  that  you 
do,  and  I  thank  you  for  it. "  Their  eyes  met 
understanding^;  it  was  a  reference  to  the 
note  he  had  written  her.  She  understood. 
"Your  mother  has  been  good  enough  to 
express  her  confidence  in  me,  and  she  has 
made  me  see  that  her  attitude  is  necessary 
as  a  concession  to  the  conventions.  So  long 
as  you  wear  that  ring  I  shall  understand  that 
you,  too,  have  faith  in  me.  When  you 
return  it,  I  shall  know  that  the  charm  is 
broken,  that  your  faith  is  dead. " 

Through  the  haze  of  her  emotions  Cicely 
remembered  vaguely  that  she  had  promised 
herself  to  snub  this  presumptuous  young 
person  soundly  for  that  note;  but  now  she 
lacked  the  courage  to  do  it.  Some  savage 
thing  was  tearing  at  her  heart;  she  wanted 
to  scream.  Already  she  could  hear  the 
thump  of  footsteps  on  the  bridge  a  couple 
of  hundred  yards  away  as  the  constable  and 
old  Cap'n  Barry  came  toward  them! 
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"There  can  be  no  reason  sufficiently  stroM 
to  compel  a  man  of  honor  to  silence  regarding 

i«iT^'  .^•'^•y  '^'^^'^^d-  Her  vS 
was  oddly  cold,  unemotional.  "I  can  con- 
tmue  to  have  faith  in  you  only  when  you 
clear  up  this  mystery  which  surrounds  you  " 
„nJ  ''*'\.^'^  y°«  that  my  life  depends 
upon  my  abdity  to  keep  my  identity  sewt." 
Bruce  pointed  out. 

"  I  am  not  a  child,  Mr.  Colquhoun ! "    The 
blue,  blue  eyes  flamed  in  sudden  anger. 

I  am  under  a  sentence  of  death, "  he  pur- 
sued, heedless  of  the  scorn  in  her  voice.  "I 
left  here  the  other  hight  as  I  did  because  my 
executioners  were  at  hand.  They  are  seeking 
me  elsewhere  now,  I  hope.  I  came  back  to 
try  to  make  you  tmderstand. " 

♦  'T!?  ^°ut  *^®  *^<**"<='  d°°'t  you?"  she 
taunted.       It  is  a  most  effective  pose!" 

She  stopped  and  drew  the  ring  he  had  given 

her  from  her  finger.    "Whosoever  hath  this 

nng  shaU  love  me  forever  and  be  beloved  of 

u^       ^  *°  h®*"  outstretched  pahn. 

Your  faith  is  dead,  then?"  he  asked. 

You  yourself  said  what  the  return  of 

A  «*.„  ^^rould  mej 


the 


['m 


sorry, 


•  you. 


Old  Cap'n  Barry  and  the  constable 


were 
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at  the  entrance  to  the  driveway  now.  Bruce 
took  the  ring  from  her  hand,  itared  at  it  a 
moment,  then  flipped  it  into  the  underbrush 
directly  across  the  winding  road.  Cicely 
gasped  a  little  in  impotent  anger. 

With  inscrutable  face  Bruce  turned  away 
from  her  to  find  that  the  town  constable, 
smoldng  furiously,  was  almost  behind  him. 
One  hand  rested  threateningly  upon  the 
official  hip  nearest  the  official  weapon  of 
defense;  the  official  face  was  pale,  despite 
the  hurried  walk  across  the  causeway;  and 
there  was  a  vast  indetermination  in  the 
official  eyes. 

"Now,  don't  you  start  nothing!"  Bruce 
was  warned.    "I  see  you're  back?" 

"Yes.     What  of  it?" 

"You  ran  away  from  here  t'other  night  in 
your  boat." 

"Well?"  There  was  a  steely  glitter  in 
Bruce's  eyes. 

"  They  say  you  killed  a  feller  down  to  New 
York,  and  stole  a  lot  o'  things!"  The  con- 
stable was  uneasy  beneath  the  placid  glare. 

"And  old  man  Bates  up  at  the  Center 
has  missed  a  lot  of  chickens,  too!"  piped  old 
Cap'n  Barry. 

"If  you're  going  to  arrest  me,  do  it," 
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Bruce  advised,  curtly.    "Show  me  your  war- 
rant  and  take  me  along  " 

"1  «™«^-       I— I  just  wanted  to  aeo  ,f 

nl^  *"*^  ^""^  y*"^'^  the  trouble  " 
Bruce  mterrupted  abruptly.  "Itel^niL 
Mr.  Me«dith  W,  fiS  JS^K 
I  would  be  here  to^y  »  ^^'^  *^* 

''You  dia?"  incredulously. 
I U  be  dinged!"    So  Cap'n  Baity. 
-olZT'     T°">  fi^ed."  Bruce  went  on 
^iT°^  to  Mr..  Quain  and  h« 
^hter  here  for  intruding  and  making  a 
«ene^d  go  on  about  your  busin^T^ 

T»res  a  crestfaUen  town  official  who  went 
«t«mbhng  aa^  the  lawn  aS^^^^* 

totte  corner,  then  sat  down  on  the  fence  to 
await  developments.  Be  dinged  if  A*  ^S 
understand  city  folks!        ^^  ^"^ 

''Why,"   Cicely  asked,   curiously,    "whv 
are  men  afraid  to  arrest  you?"  ^ 
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"Because, "  Bruce  replied,  tersely,  " they're 
not  so  certain  as  you  are  that  I  am  a  thief 
and  a  murderer!" 

Throufi^  all  of  it  Mrs,  Quain  had  been 
silent.  She  was  remembering  that  face  she 
had  seen  through  the  porthole  of  the  Pyramid. 
She  started  to  ask  a  question,  but  changed 
her  mind.    Bruce  bowed  ceremoniously. 

"  I  regret  more  than  I  can  make  you  tmder- 
stand,"  he  said,  "that  things  are  as  they 
are."  He  laid  a  hand  upon  Cicely's  arm 
and  drew  her  unresisting  a  few  steps  to  one 
side.  "Some  day  you'll  understand,"  he 
said.  "  Do  you  see  that  thin  spindle  against 
the  sky,  far  oflE  there  to  the  north?" 

"Yes,"  she  replied  wonderingly. 

"Do  you  know  what  it  is?" 

"A  lighthouse,  isn't  it?" 

"Minot's  Ledge  lighthouse,"  he  explained. 
"Do  you  know  what  the  folks  about  here 
call  that  light?  They  have  a  name  of  their 
own  for  it." 

She  shook  her  head,  and  jier  eyes  were 
raised  questioningly  to  his. 

"Ask  some  one, "  he  said.  "  I  wanted  you 
to  understand.    Good-by. " 

Again  he  bowed  ceremoniously,  first  tO' 
Mrs.  Quain,  then  to  Cicely,  and  withdrew. 
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For  an  hour  or  more  dd  Cap'n  Barry  sat  on 

the  fence,  staring  at  the  house  ^iSii  inuS 
nent  expectation  on  his  face.    He  was  iust 

jJou^togiveitupwhenCi^IycaTd^ 
"That's   Minot's  Ledge  lighthouse  over 

"Yessum." 

,»"'*»?^'^  *°°***  °««»e.  too.  hasn't 
It?  she  asked.  "I  mean  the  foto  ab^t 
here  caU  it  something  else,  don't  they?" 

«J]lT°);",  "^^^  ^^  Cap'n.  "TTiey 
caU  It  the  'I-love-you'  light!" 

"I  love  you!" 

Cicely's  face  went  scarlet,  then  white  again. 
C^  a  Barry  stared  at  her  blanWytfia 
dmgediffcrcouldundemand'em! 


CHAPTER  Xm 

THREE  telegrams,  aU  forwanled  by  win 
from  police  headquarters  in  New  York, 
reached  Detective  Meredith  at  intervals  of 
half  an  hour  in  the  small  seaooast  town  in 
Maine  whither  he  had  gone,  following  up  the 
elusive  trail  of  the  Pyramid.  The  first  to 
arrive  was  dated  the  day  before,  and  said 
tersely: 

"I  am  returning  to  Satuit  to-morrow. 

"Bruce  Colouhoun." 

Twas  amazing,  unheard  of,  unethical  even. 
Here  was  a  game  of  hare  and  hounds  where 
the  hare,  not  c(»tent  with  playing  his  end 
of  the  game,  must  constitute  himself  as 
friend,  adviser,  and  guide  <rf  the  hounds. 
For  no  obvious  reason.  Detective  Meredith 
was  seized  upon  by  consuming  anger,  and 
there  was  something  vindictive  in  the  way 
he  packed  his  suit  case. 

He  was  just  locking  it  when  the  second 
tel^pram  came: 

"Motor  boat  Pyramid,  Colquhoun  aboard,  arrived 
hue  this  morning. 

"Von  Dew." 
•47 
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Clo«  upon  this  came  the  thirf: 
"Bruce  CoOcooa  ii  buk    nn*»  -«  •* 
■<»iuiu.    1  got  my  eye  oo  him.    Brinir  n ■     » 

"Stbvb  Ricxbtts, 

"Town  Constable." 

Meredith  caught  the  finrt  train  for  Boston 

J*^.  at  his  teleg^phed  «quest  two^' 

fr^^e  Bureau  of  Criminal  InUigatiS 

-t^hun^at  the  station.    And  they  £d  a 

On  the  preceding  night  there  had  h««, 

<a  the  Newtons.  The  home  of  a  form-! 
|o--r  ^e  statehad  been  ralieJS^ 
*  small  fortune  in  jewels  had  been  tkSn 
^--bout  eighty-five  thousa^\SS 
^-among  other  pieces  being  a  pS 

This  robbery  was  precisely  like  the  othera 
TZ^  one  particular,"  one  of  the  bSS 
detectives  mformed  Meredith.    "Up  to^ 
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tfane  we  have  been  working  in  the  dark;  now 
we  have  a  clue.  A  footman  in  the  house 
heard  a  noise  about  two  o'clock,  and  quietly 
went  to  investigate,  taking  a  revolver  with 
him.  He  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  room  where 
the  noise  seemed  to  be,  and  fired  three  shots 
into  it,  in  the  dark.  Somebody  ran  away. 
He  thinks  only  one  man,  but  is  not  at  all 
certain,  so  there  may  have  been  two.  Any- 
way, when  the  lights  were  turned  on,  and  an 
investigation  made,  this  was  found. " 

He  produced  a  photograph  from  his  pocket 
and  handed  it  to  Meredith.  It  was  an 
enlarged  picture  of  a  thtunbprint,  remarkably 
dear  as  to  detail,  and  possessed  of  marked 
individual  characteristics.  Meredith's  eyes 
opened  wide  as  he  stared  at  it. 

"It's  certain  that  one  of  the  shots  took 
effect, "  the  Boston  detective  went  on.  "  This 
thumbprint  was  found,  outlined  in  blood,  on 
the  edge  of  a  sheet  of  paper  that  lay  on  the 
desk.  The  original  is  at  headquarters.  Also, 
it  is  certain  that  if  The  Hawk  was  alone  it 
was  he  who  was  wounded,  probably  only 
slightly,  however,  as  he  was  able  to  get  away. 
If  there  were  two  men,  of  course  it  might 
have  been  the  other  man  who  was  wounded 
—this  may  even  be  Am  thumbprint,  and  not 
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The  Hawk's.    But  at  l*.^  .. 

thtanbprint    and  I  7  ^  ''^  have  the 
can't  liZl^:  'hI'^T^  •  *=''»  "»^ 

»«x,wed  down  to  an  indiXl  wh,;^^^ 

"«»'•   *    Jmow   the   man.    Thnt'«   —u      t 
telegraphed  you.    I  haTa  J^..  7^^   ^ 

of  "PttKm  among  the  owera     I^^^ 

x/T—j-  ,  .  '"®  Station  in  Satuit    b„a 

=».^^,-,  ^^^  requested,   "because   T 

should  hke  to  ask  you,  and  perhaps^Zn 
a  few  questions. "  i^^'u-ps  asic  them, 

^r.  von  Derp  is  oC  the  Imperial  Secret 
JJjvic*   of    Gennany,"    Meredith    oblSd 
He,  too,  IS  at  work  on  this  case. " 
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There  was  something  awe-inspiring  to  the 
Massachusetts  sleuths  in  Meredith's  casual 
manner,  in  the  words  themselves.  Suddenly 
they  knew  that  an  abyss  separated  them  from 
this  slender,  good-looking,  immaculate, 
yellow-bearded,  lemon-haired  young  m^ti. 
They  were  plain-dothes  men;  he  was  of  the 
Imperial  Secret  Service  of  Germany— a 
detective,  it  was  true,  but  more  than  that  I 
They  admired  the  mathematical  precision 
with  which  von  Derp  steered  his  car  through 
the  tangle  of  vehicles  into  the  open  roadway. 

"You've  come  to  take  Colquhoun?"  von 
Derp  asked  of  Meredith,  who  sat  beside  him. 

"We  have!"  Meredith  was  unanimous  on 
that  point. 

"He  went  into  Boston  on  the  last  train," 
von  Derp  went  on  to  explain.  "However, 
I  have  no  doubt  he'll  be  back  to-night.  The 
Pyramid  is  still  in  the  Cove. " 

"It's  just  as  well,"  Meredith  commented. 
"I  want  to  take  a  look  over  the  Pyramid.  1 
believe  you  said  there  was  a  photograph 
of—?" 

"The  Countess  of  Salisbury's  garter  in  the 
drawer  of  a  table  in  the  cabin,"  von  Derp 
interrupted.  "At  least  it  was  there."  He 
was  thoughtfully  silent  for  a  moment.    ' '  Just 
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What   is   this   garter  affair,  anvwav?"   t,» 

"Simple  enough,  that  part  of  it  "  M^r^t^u 
M  the  garter  particulatly,  but  I  do  ij^, 

W  tf°  r°^P'^  *°  °*^«^  milUoSrlhf 

«*i.   ",    "J^  -nemz,  who  was  murdered  th« 
^«  daym  New  York,  presuma^'S?^: 

Srth-r^---H££^ 

^^ected   him   with  'the   the^^^f^S^ea 

m  the  disappearance  of  the  carter     TfZ  Ju  T 
"ason  Defter  came  here  STme     hI t 
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now  convinced,  however,  that  Colquhoun 
w  not  The  Hawk,  and  has  gone  back  to  New 
York  to  start  all  over. " 

Von  Derp  Ustened  attentively,  and  at  the 
end  he  nodded  understandingly,  and  smiled. 
But  you  want  The  Hawk  for  his  others- 
other  irregularities?"  he  questioned. 

"I  do,"  Meredith  nodded  grimly  "I 
have  been  afraid  to  make  a  mistake  and 
take  Colquhoun.  Now  I  am  not.  I'U  lock 
him  up,  and  establish  his  identity  at  leisure. 
He  s  too  sUppery  to  leave  around  loose— far 
too  clever  to  take  chances  with.  This  search 
has  gone  on  for  years.  I'd  rather  put  my 
hands  on  him  now  than  to  have  five  years 
added  to  my  life!" 

The  car  whisked  into  the  causeway  leading 

to  Second  CM,  and  von  Derp  glanced  around 

curiously  into  the  set  face  of  the  detective. 

It  seems  to  be  something  of  a  personal 

matter  with  you?"  he  remarked,  casuaUy. 

"  It  is  a  personal  matter  with  me, "  Meredith 
^tted.  "He's  made  a  monkey  of  mel 
Beheve  me,  he  won't  do  it  again!" 

"Are  you  sure? "  von  Derp  questioned,  with 
a  shght  smile.  "You  yourself  say  he  is  a 
clever  man!" 

"He  won't  do  it  again!" 
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S7«  ^^  "°^**  to  the  right  a^ 
along  the  winding  road  to  PfeggottyBea^ 
^y.  firom  her  window.  sa^TK/S 
was  a  hideous  tightening  of  her  h««^r^ 

You  may  find  something  to  interest  ^." 
Old  Cap'n  Bany  peered  around  the  «^«. 

s-he^e:;:'^"*^^-*°'^<^«y 

Dunno.    Never  seed  'em  before     Th«r 
r^out  to  the  la'nch.  and  one  o^em  ^ 
atoard  and  stayed  about  fifteen  SS 
then  they  both  came  ashore  and  wenT^^' 

w  ?  ^i^f  '""^''*  be  back  at  midS' 
but  they  didn't  wait. "  ""vuugni;. 
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Thwe  was  an  expression  of  bewildennent 

Deip  ^th  his  eyes;  and  von  Deip  shook 
his  head.    Had  Colqohoun  escaped,  after  aU? 
Agam  the  detective  turned  to  Cap'n  Barry 
Did  the  two  men  take  anything  off  the 
Pyramid?  "  he  questioned. 

"Not  that  I  seed." 

"What  did  they  look  like?" 

J'^^l'.'.^^!^^  °^**  °^  ^«*  around  in  his 
mmd^  they  looked  like  a  couple  o' dagos  aU 
dofled  up.  like  this  feUer,"  and  he  incUcated 

Zin^',,  "i  "**°'  *^"y  ^«*«*  sorter 
nimn,  hke  he  does. " 

'The  Pyramid  lay,  perhaps,  a  hundnjd  yards 
out  In  sheer  impatience  Meredith  himself 
took  an  oar,  and  the  dory  in  which  the  f our 
men  sat  shot  forward.  Once  it  had  been 
made  fast  to  the  Pyramid,  Meredith  scrambled 
on  deck,  and  the  other  three  men  followed  him. 

In  tins  new  search  there  was  none  of  the 
exquBite  care  which  had  characterized  the 
search  von  Derp  had  made.  Three  pairs 
of  hands,  less  gifted  than  his  own,  puUed  and 
hauled  and  tumbled  and  tousled  the  interior 
of  the  cabm  regardless;  but  the  search  was 
nole^  thorough.  Those  things  which  von 
Uerp  had  been  so  careful  to  replace  precisely 
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^  be  bad  found  th«« 

open,  and  theT^ard^^J^^ 
Even  the  photo«^Sr   .      ^"^-notbiag^ 

the  three  detect- /I^,^?°°^-    Silently 

Asif«ovedbyone^S.?'*^°°«'" 
scanned  the  cahi^yt^l^°^^^ea 

tainlytherewasnTclS,^  •^^'^  **°"«-    Cer- 
the  search  had  re^^l^^^^'^^^^rtainly 

*«>*lyforanu«S?'**°°°"-    ^U  listened 

«>«  side  ome  ^tT    °'  *^'  ^**«^  ««ains? 
"It  isn't  a  cloct  «» 


■Tfc  „..•-  mn,  MerHuk  remembered,  he  ^as  in  icy  cold  Jl^^  '"" 
iwimmmg  ' 
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it,  it  was  a  dockl  He  knew  a  dock-tick 
when  he  heard  it  I  It  was  of  no  consequence ; 
it  merely  annoyed  him.  Then  suddenly  it 
occurred  to  him  that  it  might  be  a  dock  up 
beside  the  steering  whed  outside,  and  he 
vanished  through  the  companionway. 

An  instant  later  came  a  little  cry  from  the 
cabin— a  guttural  exclamation  of  satisfaction 
—and  he  ran  in.  Meredith  had  drawn  the 
photograph  of  the  thumbprint  from  his 
pocket,  and  was  showing  it  to  von  Derp. 

"That  thumbprint  was  left  by  The  Hawk 
last  night  in  the  Newton  robbery,"  he  was 
explaining,  exdtedly.  "We  have  here  on 
the  white  woodwork  of  the  Pyramid  that 
identical  thumbprint.    Examine  it  yourself!" 

Von  Derp  did  examine  it  with  a  curious 
surprised  expression  on  his  face.  For  a  long 
time  he  scrutinized  it,  comparing  every  line 
of  it  with  the  photograph.  When  he  spoke 
there  was  an  air  of  finality,  ahnost  triumph, 
in  his  maimer. 

"I  congratulate  you,  gentlemen,"  he  said 
in  that  odd,  predse  little  manner  of  his. 
"Your  problem  is  solved;  identity  is  proved. 
The  thumbprint  in  the  photograph  and  this 
original  are  identical.  It  will  be  necessary, 
of  <»urse,  to  photograoh  it.    At  Stepping 
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Meredith,  one  of  your  men  wiU  run  up  aS 

"Now,  Mr.  Bruce  Colquhoun,"  and  Detec- 
tive M«edith  pennitted  himself  to  gloat, 
^now,    Mr.    Bruce    Colquhoun,    come    to 

i,o?t!Lf  ^T  ^^'  ^*«"  ^^  photograph 
had  been  made  and  the  searching  partywas 
Pr^)anng  to  leave  the  boat,  Curtis  turned  for 
erne  final  sqmnt  about  the  cabin,  stiU  with 
^t   puzzled,    hstening  expression   on  his 

"I'll  t»t  eight  dollars,"  he  remarked  to 
^^orld  at  large,  "that  that  «  a  clock 

Nobody  took  him  up. 

J^-  P^,°^«l°^ht,  and  the  full  moon, 
ndmg  high,  drenched  the  world  in  a  silve^ 
t^'    ^™f  Colq«houn  came  out  o.  th^ 
wmdmg  roadway  upon  the  beach;  Meredith 
von  Derp,  and  the  two  Boston  mei,  pa^^ 

Z  *^  ""  ^^  ^^°''  °*  *  bathhcJ^.  saw 
hmi  cross  the  sandy  stretch,  slide  a  dory 

doTO  to  the  water,  and  step  into  it.  jZ 
35  he  pudied  off  they  broke  cover,  and 
came  runmng  across  the  beach  toward  him 
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saw  them  coming,   and   rowed 


Colquhoun 
rapidly. 

Another  dory  lay  near  by. 

"Put  her  in  the  water,""  Menxiith  com- 
manded,  angrily.  "We  shouldn't  have  let 
hua  pass  us.  Hurry  up.  He's  going  to 
ran  for  it. "  o     g    w 

Ah«ady  the  smaU  boat,  with  Bruce  aboard, 
was  noang  the  Pyramid,  end  as  Menxiith 
looked  he  saw  his  quarry  scramble  nimbly 
up  her  side  and  vanish  down  the  compan- 

lonway.    An  instant  later  a  light  in  the  cabin 
Hashed. 

"Hurry!"  Meredith  shouted.  "If  he  Beta. 
away  this  time— !" 

The  tide  lapped  at  tne  bow  of  the  second 
dory,  and  she  floated  with  four  men  crowded 
aboard.  The  dock  on  the  Uttle  white  church 
m  the  village  boomed  one!  Meredith,  revol- 
ver m  hand,  stood  at  the  bow  of  the  dory 
prepared  to  leap  for  the  Pyramid  when  she 
came  within  reach. 

And  then— then— there  before  his  eyes 
came  a  great  gushing  flame  from  the  placid 
bosom  of  the  ocean;  and  with  it  a  thunderous 
crash  under  his  very  nose,  and  the  sea  seemed 
to  nse  m  a  mass  and  envelop  him.  In  one 
fraction  of  a  second  he  had  seen  the  Pyramid 
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leap  dear  of  the  water  and  turning,  bow 
Jown.  plunge  into  it  again.  The  ncrt  thing 
Meredith  remembered,  he  was  in  icy  ^ 
water,  swimming.  Von  Derp  was  here  beside 
hun.  and  on  the  far  side  of  the  overturned 
do«y  were  the  two  Boston  men.    Gigantic 

Tljfrt^'^^^^y-    WhaTthe 
J'yramid  had  been  there  was-^iothingl 

Ten  minutes  later  von  Deip  and  three 
^yes,  chiUed  to  the  bone,  their  teeS 
^ttermg.  were  lined  up  along  Peggotty 
Bea^^.  staring  blankly  at  the  m«iS]J 

"Ob^ously,  it  was  an  explosion  of  some 
■aort,    said  von  Derp. 

"Soimded  like  dynamite  to  me,"  said  one 
*«  the  Boston  men. 

"r!2^^^\"^^    ^'^rtis,    tersely. 
t^I      The  horror  of  the  thing  seemed  to 
stake  him  aU  at  once.    "He  didn't  have  a 
chanoB,  did  he?    The  Hawk,  I  mean.  " 

There."  said  Detective  Meredith  sol- 
^y.  there  went  the  cleverest  crook  of 
-all  time! 

It  was  an  epitaph. 

Aroused  from  horrid  dreams  by  a  duU 
thunderous  crash,  Cicely  Quain  arose  and 
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went  to  the  window  of  her  bedroom.  Aw»y 
to  the  north  Minot's  Ledge  lighthouse  ihot  a 
gtiiding  message  into  the  void. 

"I  love  you!"  Cicely  trembled  a  little  a» 
she  read  it.    " I  love  youl " 

Steadily,  steadily,  the  flashes  came  to  her; 
and  again:    "I  love  youl" 


PART  IV 

WHO  IS  THE  HAWK? 

CHAPTER  I 

fipmd  her,  made  her  intTTrT       '     "^ 
God's  -atux^^^if-i^-^of 

which  had  bound  her  to  wiiif,  f  ^*^^ 
severed;  there  had  ^e  e^^  "^ 

irfl^.'-^.-^THe^ 
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and  inaccurate,  and  inadequate.  They  re- 
ated  baldly  that  Bruce  Colquhoun,  who 
TOs  wanted  by  the  poUce  for  burglary,  had 
been  killed  by  an  explosion  aboani  a  motor 
boat,  whither  he  had  fled  to  escape  arrest, 
Md  had  gone  down  in  the  wreck  of  the  boat. 
Either  the  explosion  had  been  due  to  an 
swcident,  or  ^e  had  purposely  blown  up  the 
Pyramid  with  the  gasoline  aboard  to  avoid 
a  long  term  in  prison.  There  had  been  no 
^ort  to  raise  the  boat,  and  would  be  none; 
therefore  Colquhoun's  body  had  not  been 
recovered. 

This  was  the  outward  aspect  of  the  aflfair. 
Hden  knew  how  false  it  was,  knew  it  deep 
m  her  aching  heart.  But  what  was  the  truth? 
Bnioe  Colquhoun  had  feared  some  threatening 
unlmown  thing,  she  knew— he  had  told  her 
so,  but  m  riddles,  and  she  had  taunted  him 

S'^^uT?**^**-  "'  '^  "°<ie'  sentence 
of  death,  he  had  said  in  explanation  of  his 
l^ectacular  escape  from  the  watchful  poUce. 

My  executioners  were  at  hand! "  And  they 
had  found  him  at  last!  But  who  were  Ms 
executioners?  Why  had  his  death  been  neces- 
sary?    Why  had  he  been  unable  to  explain? 

The  madequate  newspaper  dispat^Aes  had 
contamed  no  reference  to  the  curious  mystery 
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which  had  enveloped  this  masterful,  com- 

P«hng,  arrogant  young  man-there  had  not 

been  even  a  hint  to  the  world  that  he  was 

suwjosed  to  be  The  Hawk,  and  Helen  was 

S^     'i^.',*-    AU  at  once  she  knew  she 

It     ufJ'^^  *^*  ^"^  ^^  The  Hawk! 

She  had  faith  in  him.  now  that  he  was 

dead;  he  had  bought  back  her  faith  with  his 

Mel   And  more  than  her  faith-her  love!   She 

aidn  t  deny  it  even  to  herself! 

tJZJ^  i^  '^'^^y  *°^^  M"-  Hamil, 
ton  what  had  ^appened-how  Colquhoun 
trapped  m  the  cabin  of  the  Pyramid,  must 
have  been  instantly  kiUed  by  the  explosion 

f  St  ^i^«i  it  best  to  tell  the  story 
to  Helen  The  girl  had  shed  no  tear«.  2 
^ite  of  the  sudden  agony  which  overwhehned 
her;  there  had  been  Uttle  to  show  her  emotion 
beyond  the  swift  blanching  of  her  cheeks 
She  had  doubted  him!  And  he  had  tried 
to  make  her  understand.  She  did  under- 
stMd  now  that  it  was  too  late-too  late! 

t.  "I*?  ^^  ^"^^  ^^  ^^"^  threatened 
to  CTush  her  came  the  thought  that  she  must 
make  some  reparation  t<^to  his  memory. 

wLT!  Y  ^""^  ^^'  "Whosoever 
Hath  that  nng  shaU  love  me  forever. "    She 
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would  find  it  and  wear  it  again!  That  last 
day,  when  she  returned  it  to  him,  he  had 
tossed  it  into  a  Uttle  jungle  of  wild  roses  and 
elder  bushes  and  tangled  vines;  and  she 
searched  there  for  hours.  Success  rewaitied 
her  eflForts  at  last;  she  appeared  before  her 
mother  with  hands  torn  and  bleeding. 

"Why,  my  dear!"  Mrs.  Hamilton  had 
exclaimed.  "Whatever  is  the  matter  with 
your — ?" 

"He  would  have  liked  for  me  to  wear  his 
ring, "  Helen  had  said,  simply.  "  I  shall  wear 
it,  as  a  token  of  my  faith  in  him. " 

That  had  been  all;  Mrs.  Hamilton  merely 
stared.    And  within  the  week,  at  Helen's 
msistence.  Stepping  Stones  had  been  closed, 
and  the  Hamiltons  had  returned  to  New 
York.    There,  her  father,  harassed  ahnost 
unto  madness  by  his  first  losmg  fight  in  the 
great  financial  game,  heaped  reproach  upon 
her.    She  bore  it  calmly. 
"John  Gaunt  is  ruining  me,"  he  stormed. 
It  was  in  your  power  to  stop  him,  and  you 
have  refused.    He  is  fond  of  that  only  son 
of  his  in  spite  of  all  his  bluster;  and  if  there 
had  been  a  marriage  between  you— if  his 
son  had  become  my  son-in-law— family  con- 
siderations would  have  made  him  let  up  on 
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^t'L ?* i'"*'  '^^^  *  "«°«>t-    "It  may 
not  be  too  late  now?  "  ' 

"You  mean  if  I  should  many  Skeets?" 
Helen  questioned.  ^^'  ^^' 

"Yes,"  eagerly. 

r^!?*  ^^  ^°^'^  °»ny  me." 
"  Why  not?" 

"He  doesn't  love  me." 
''Bah!"J 

"And  I  don't  love  him  " 

toJ^^K^^u*^'^*^^-    B«>l«wHamil. 

stake!  ^^  ^^  millions  at 

It  may  have  been  intuitive  consideration, 
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or  it  may  have  been  some  hidden  motive 
which  had  prevented  von  Derp  from  mention- 
ing Bruce  Colquhoun,  even  indirectly,  to 
Helen  in  those  days  of  her  tense  grief.  The 
change  in  her  was  obviotis,  and  upon  the 
return  of  the  Hamiltons  to  New  York  he  had 
gracefully  withdrawn  from  the  household 
and  quartered  himself  at  a  downtown  hotel. 
Two  or  three  times  she  had  seen  him;  and 
vaguely  she  was  grateful  for  his  failure  to 
hark  back  to  the  tragedy. 

Came  a  day,  however,  when  von  Derp, 
immaculate  as  ever,  exquisitely  prer^I^e  in  his 
courtesy,  had  called  at  the  Hamilton  mansion 
in  The  Bronx,  and  there  in  his  odd  ultra- 
correct  manner  had  poured  out  his  heart  to 
the  girl.  He  loved  her,  he  had  said;  he  had 
loved  her  from  the  first  time  he  had  seen  her. 
Helen  felt,  as  her  mother  had  once  felt,  the 
deep  sincerity  of  his  profession.  For  the  first 
time  she  was  conscious  of  the  actual  n^an 
behind  the  mask  of  convention;  and  she  was 
inclined  to  be  gentle. 

"I  don't  believe,"  she  had  said  finally, 
"that  I  shall  every  marry  any  one. " 

"In  the  beginning  I  understood  that  you 
were  engaged  to  Mr.  Gaunt,"  von  Derp 
explained,    "therefore   I   could   not   speak. 
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My  tmdetstanding  must  have  been  «*n«of 
because  when  I  telegraphed lo^'S 
to  pennon  to  pay  my-^/^^^ 

S^    elsewhere,    and    I   have   h<ieS 

.    "MayIhopethatifthereccanesachan~ 
^ycn^hatshalllsayP-yourvi:^ 

"Mr  von  Derp. "  Helen  intemipted,  "how 
wdldadyouknowMr.Colquhoun?" 

anf <^!51.^  ^"^  ^  P^«  y««ow  b«ws 
and  ppened  his  brown  eyes  wide. 

How  wen  did  I  know  him?"  he  repeated 
Asv^  as  you  did.  perhaps,  but-^^     ' 

»»,« V"'  "^  "°*^^'  ^'^e  poIice--aU  those 
who  know  most  of  this-this%trS?affSS 

houns  death,  that  he  was  The  Hawk     I 
"  I  CM  l«rdly  bdieve  othennse,  ••  von  Dop 
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confessed,  with  a  deprecatory  gesture  of  his 
hands.    "I  doubt  if  you  understand—" 

"After  all,"  Helen  ran  on  again,  "I  knew 
Mr.  Colquhoun  better  than  any  one  else,  I 
think.    I  know,  for  instance,  that  he  had 
never  a  fear  of  the  police,  as  people  seem  to 
think  he  had;  I  know  that  his  fear  was  of 
something  mysterious,  some  menacing,  threat- 
ening thing  that  had  nothing  to  do  with  the 
police.    It   was  fear  of  that— that   Thing 
that  made  it  necessary  for  him  to  conceal  his 
identity.    But  he  only  feared  death!    He  is 
dead  now^-dead,  and  in  death  forever  iden- 
tified  with   a  notorious   criminal.    To   an 
ertoit  he  confided  in  me,  believed  in  me.    To 
me  it  seems  a  duty  to  dear  his  name  of  the 
shame  which  rests  upon  it.    That  can  be 
done   by   establishing   Am   true   identity;  a 
clever  man  can  do  that.    Can  you?" 

For  a  minute  perhaps  von  Derp  stared  at 
her.  She  was  sitting  with  her  slim  hands 
clasped  tightly  between  her  knees,  gazing 
into  nothingness. 

"Nothing  was  further  from  my  intention 
than  to  precipitate  a  discussion  of—"  von 
Derp  began,  apologetically. 

"I  know,  I  know  deep  in  my  heart,  that 
Bruce  Colquhoun  and  The  Hawk  were  not 
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the  same."  Helen  continued  slowly,  "«od  a 
devwinan  can  prove  it.  By  provingThe 
^  dmpate  the  ignominy  which  SLud! 
Bruce  Cdquhoun.  Can  you  do  it?  Will 
you  do  it-for  me?"  She  wait^.  "You 
say  you  love  me.  Do  you  love  me  wS 
^ough  to  dear  another  man-*  dead  man- 
^e  hideous  chaiges  that  stand  against 

hJZJ^  ^suddenly,  the  serenity  of 
J^j^  ^"'l^  by  some  powerful  emSon 

"iL^'^i'  ^*  n**''*^  abruptly,  violently. 
I  love  you  weU  enough  to  do  anything  in 
this  world  for  you-anytiwig!"  i^ 
glanced  up,  a  little  astonished  at  his  vdS 
mtoce;  his  gaze  was  burning  into  her 
own.  And  rf  I  A,  clear  Bruce  Colquhoun's 
m^ory  of  the  shame  that  rests  uiL  r^ 

^rJr^  ^^'^^  °'°"  *^  gratitude." 
vc«iDerp  warned  her.  "If  it  is  Ssible  f^r 
tte  thing  tote  done  I  wiU  do  it.  And  then 
when  I  have  done  it?"  He  was  questioning 
her  with  his  eyes.  "I  could  make  you  ver^ 
happy.  May  I,  then,  ask  you  if-may  I 
ask  you  the  question  I  have  just  asked?  " 
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Th«B  was  almost  a  promise  in  Helen's 
dearblue  eyes  as  she  raised  them  to  his. 
When  the  thing  is  done, "  she  said  slowly, 
I  shall  not  forget  the  debt  I  owe. " 

"But,"  and  von  Derp's  shapely  hands 
were  wnthmg,  "that  is  not  sufficient.  K  I 
dear  Bruce  Cdquhoun's  name  of— " 

"Come  back  when  you  have  done  it. " 

Motionless,  von  Derp  stood  for  a  long  time 
with  his  gaze  fixed  upon  her  eagerly,  tensely. 
J^we  was  something  curiously  diaphanous 
effulgent  even,  in  the  way  the  light  struck  her 
hair.  Bending,  he  pressed  his  lips  to  her 
maitle-coU  hand,  and  an  instant  later  he 
was  gone. 


I* 


CHAPTER  II 

S  T^'°^  magnate  looked  wT^ 
cntxcaUy,  curiously;  he  d«ia't«ca?LrS 
had  ever  .een  an  indivSS  m^n^l?! 

wore  looked  as  if  it  had  been  fitted  JHimW 
geometrical  rules.  w  mm  by 

he'a^2/  "*"'  *^  «i""te»-five  minutes?" 

"^^^•'"    '''''    °^°°^    «»«ted. 

I'^^Andyoudon'tmindiflsmoke?" 

an?~JS.^"^iS?^  ,»>«*  «  hi.  chair. 
373 
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m  my  addresM  to  your  daughter?    You 
mU  alw  remember  that  you  annrand  my 
tetegram  with  the  statement  that  your  daucb- 
ter •  hand  was  pledged  to  another?" 
I  remember,  yes." 
"That  was  true  at  that  time  but  it  is 
not  true  toKiay,"  von  Derp  continued  pre- 
osely.    "Mr.  Gaunt-I  am  speaking  JSh 
bM  permission— is  about  to  announce  his 
«o«««ement  to  a  Miss  Dale  of  Satuit.    I 
hope,  this  being  the  case,  that  I  may  repeat 
my  request  with  the  assurance  that  ywr 
answer  this  time  wiU  be  more  favoiable?" 

Sottere  had  been  a  rupture  of  some  sort 
between  Helen  and  Skeets!  In  this  Brokaw 
HMnilt<m   discovered   the  mystery   behind 

Helen  8  refusal  to  marry  Skeets  even-even  to 
rtop  John  Gaunfs  merciless  warfare  upon 
himself;  even  to  hold  the  Hamilton  millions 
mtact.    He  nodded  grimly. 

"I  will  say,  too,"  von  Derp  added,  "that 
your  daughter  has  intimated  that,  under 
certain  conditions,  my  attentions  to  her 
would  not  be  distasteful. " 

"Those  conditions  being?" 

"I  am  not  at  liberty  to  state  them,"  von 
Derp  rephed  courteously.  "She  is  not,  of 
course,  unaware  of  my  devotion  to  her. " 
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^w  •  long  time  the  railroad  lOAgnate  poa* 
«»d  it  with  clouded  brow,  oblivi.>ia  of  the 
ywmg  man  who  was  waiting  patienUy  for 
ma  answer.    The  longer  he  coniidered  the 
Mtuation  the  less  chance  von  Oeip  had  for 
the  answer  he  wanted.    After  aU,  there  had 
mwely  been  some  sUly  quarrel  between  Skeets 
and  Helen;  and  lovers'  quarrels  an  easily 
Adjusted.     Immediate  adjustment  of   this 
particular  quarrel  might  mean  a  match  be- 
tween  Skeets  a^d  Helen  after  aU;  and  that 
wotdd  mean—    Bndcaw  Hamilton  smiled. 

"Even  under  the  conditions  you  state  " 
»^d  slowly.  "I  will  have  to  disappornt 
you.  Came  a  sudden,  steely  gUtter  into 
oa  eyes.  "I  hope  you  won't  ask  for  my 
teaaoat.  because  I  would  be  compelled  to 
Jtefusethem."  *^^ 

^ere  was  a  shade  of  chagrin  in  von 
PerpshithTtopladdface.  He  flipped  the 
*Aes  from  nis  cigarette,  then  arose  abruptly. 
When  he  spoke,  however,  his  voice  was 
stiJi  casual,  precise,  unemotional. 

"You  won't  mind  if  I  lock  the  door?"  he 
.questioned,  as  he  turned  the  key. 

The  dick  of  the  lock  startled  Brakaw 
Hamilton— he  cotUdn't  have  explained  why 
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He  ttraJghtened  up  in  hit  chair,  vaguely 
oonadouf  of  a  menace  in  the  velvety  calm  of 
the  other. 

"Why  i«  it  neceaHuy  to  lock  the  door?" 
he  demanded,  curtly. 

"Because,"  von  Derp  answered,  "I  may 
•ay  some  things  that  you— }««— would  not 
like  to  have  overiieaid. " 

"But  there's  nothing  further  to  be  said 
about—" 

"Pardon  -ne,  there  is  much  to  be  said." 
Von  Derp  returned  to  his  chair.  "Your 
daughter  has  placed  me  under  an  obligation 
to— to  do  a  certain  thing.  Before  I  proceed 
it  is  necessary  that  you  and  I  have  a  complete 
understanding.  You  have  played  a  promi- 
nent part  in  the—" 

"The  interview  is  ended."  BrokawHamil. 
ton  arose  angrily.  "There  is  nothing  further 
to  be  said. " 

Voa  Derp  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  cahnly 
insolent. 

"I  dare  say,  Mr.  Hamilton,"  he  re- 
marked, "that  you  have  never  discovered 
that  the  letter  of  introduction  I  brought 
you  from  a  business  associate  of  yours  in 
Amsterdam— one  Wilhelm  von  Deip— was  a 
forgery?" 
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came  etplosdvefy,  in. 


"A  totgary?"    It 
credulously. 

not  Wilh^  von  Derp's  son-^  a  matter 
von  Derp  is  not  my  name. " 

m^fi^T-,^^^^  **"«*  '^f  astonish- 
ment,  the  railroad  magnate  stood  motionless 
glanng  down  at  his  caller.  ^^' 

.  "i,'^^'*  "°agine  you  would  take  the 
trauble  to  mak^  inquiries  about  m^'  von 
Perp  went  on  evenly,  "and  I  was  conS 
m  my  sumise.  It  is  a  common  Am^ 
fauU^It  remamed  for  me  to  confess  that 

"^j^r^'l!*'^***  Mr.  Hamilton. 

That  IS  the  word,  yes,  an  impostor. "  the 

young  man  agreed  cahnly.    "I?^jfl  ^J 

down  a  moment — "  «  «* 

'•An  impostor!"  The  miUionaire  repeated 
^^ephxase  violently.    "An  impost<?^i1 

doi^^y  "^^  "^  ^^'    "KyouTlsit 
Jlf^you'r.  not  von  Derp's  son.  then  who 

"Weareoomingtothat.    Please  sit  down.  » 
Brokaw  Hamilton  strode  the  length  ome 
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Study  twice;  von  Derp,  still  stnokiiig,  watched 
him  imperturbably,  with  a  little  cynical 
uplift  of  his  lips. 

"I'll  expose  you,  of  course, "  Mr.  Hamilton 
declared  hotly.  "Impositions  of  that  sort 
and  foi;gery  are  crimes  in — " 

"And  you  will  not  expose  me." 

"Why  not?" 

"Oh,  there  are  several  reasons,  the  first 
being  that  you  would  bring  another  flood  of 
obnoxious  publicity  about  you  and  your 
family,  and  they  would  have  to  run  away 
from  it  again,  and — " 

"Bah!  That  feature  would  have  the  least 
consideration  of — " 

"Well,  then,  there  are  other  reasons  why 
yoa  won't  expose  me,  as  you  express  it," 
von  Derp  mocked.  "For  instance,  I,"  his 
whole  manner  changed;  the  polish  sloughed 
ofiE,  "I  am  one  of  the  two  men  living  who 
know  that  you  are  the  American  millionaire 
now  being  sought  by  Scotland  Yard  in  con- 
nection with  the  theft  of  the  Countess  of 
Salisbury's  garter  from  the  British  Museum; 
and,  further,  I  am  the  only  mf^n  living  who 
knows  that  old  Daddy  Heinz  was  your  agent 
in  that  theft,  and  therefore,  since  the  police 
were  hot  after  you,  it  was  to  your  advantage 
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to  get  nd  of  him;  and  I  am  the  only  man 
hyrng  who  knows  that  you  were  the  last  person 
mthhtm  on  the  night  he  was  murdered!  StiU 
further,  I  am  the  only  man  living  who  knows 
that  you  have  in  your  possession  at  this  moment 
a  certatn  diamond  which  was  taken  out  of  the 

SZ?"'  ^^  ^^'^'  "^'^'  ^  y°"  ^* 

Stridcen  mute,  with  some  hideous  growing 
terror  deep  m  his  eyes,  the  millionaire  Ustened 
to  the  end,  then  went  reeling  away  from  von 
^  as  if  from  a  blow.  The  young  man 
smiled  unpleasantly  as  his  host  dropped  back 
weakly  into  the  desk  chair. 

"Not   murder,    no,"    Brokaw   Hamilton 
d«iied  hoarsely.    "I  didn't  kill  him!" 
"I  can  prove  that  you  did!" 
"  'Twas  some  one  else  who  shot  him, "  the 
wonb  rushed  out  ahnost  incoherently  from 
paUid  hps,  "some  one  who  came  in  unex- 
Pectedly.    I  was  in  a  back  room,  waiting-" 
So  you  were  there  that  night!"    There 
was   triumphant   emphasis   in   von   Derp's 
tone.    "I  thought  I  could  not  have  been 
mistaken."  ^^ 

In  the  grip  of  a  ghastly  fear  that  left  him 
dead  white  the  raikoad  magnate  staggered 
to  his  feet  and  leaned  wearily  against  a  window 
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sill,  fighting  for  a  self-possession  that  had 
never  before  deserted  him.  The  young  man, 
placidly  smoking,  waited  for  him  to  speak. 

"I — I — if  you  accuse  me," — the  words 
came  falteringly  at  last,— "I  shall  tell  the 
truth!    I  am  innocent!" 

"I  have  no  intention  of  accusing  you," 
von  Derp  assured  him  .wth  a  languid  gesture. 
"I  am  merely  trying  to  make  you  tmderstand 
why  my  claims  to  the  hand  of  your  daughter 
are  not  to  be  svunmarily  dismissed.  Also, 
it  will  seem  very  curious  for  you  to  tell  the 
truth,  as  you  express  it,  at  this  late  date. " 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life  Brokaw  Hamil- 
ton had  come  face  to  face  with  terror.  He 
shook  as  with  an  ague;  panic  was  upon  him. 
The  imperturbability  of  his  accuser  crushed 
the  last  ounce  of  resistance  out  of  nerves 
already  racked  by  the  financial  conflict  with 
John  Gaunt.  Came  now  no  denial — ^remained 
only  curiosity. 

"In  the  name  of  God,  who  are  you?" 
Brokaw  Hamilton  now  demanded  hollowly. 
"What  are  you?  How  do  you  know  these 
things?    How  did  you  learn  them?" 

"Who  am  I?"  von  Derp  mused.  "The 
name  you  know  me  by  is  sufficient.  What  am 
I?    I  have  the  honor  to  be  a  special  agent 
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^7,^/f  I  ^«i  aU  this?    Itismybui 
ness  to  know  things. " 

",3ennany?"  in  bewilderment.    "Ithoturht 
England-Scotland  Yard  men-"         °^'^^ 

"My  knowledge  of  your  aflfairs-of  the 
ft"  1  *^'  ^*^  °^  Salisbtn^:?^^' 
w  purely  accidental,"  von  Deip  exolSe7 
^e^tly.  "Originany  I  cameTo  S^I 
^o  search  for  certain  of  the  crown  jewels  of 

fw  i  *u^  "iv^gations  I  stumbled  upon 
tte  fact  that  you  were  implicated  in  the  ^ 
affau-it  was  a  treasure  to  add  to  yoTS 
^ed.on.  Itoccui^dtomethataCwS 
^ouM  be  mterested  in  that  affair  might  J^ 
masted  m  other  art  treasures-^caUy^ 

crown.    So  my  mterest  in  you  was  aroused- 
I  found  xt  necessary  to  reach  you  SSS.' 

introduction  from  a  man  whom.  I  learned 
was  a  busm^  associate  of  yours  in  Amster^ 

.^  ^°"  ^""^  *he  remainder  of  that." 
d,W  ^'.^  .  understand  it.  you  have  no 
d«rt    interest   in-"    A   gleam   of  hope 
hghted  the  milhonaire's  pallid  face 

"The  garter?"  von  Derp  [finished.    "Not 
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the  slightest.  It  merely  happens  that  I 
discovered  your— your  complicity  in  that 
aflfair,  and  now  that  Daddy  Heinz  is  dead 
I  am  the  only  man  living,  except  your  attor- 
ney, who  is  aware  of  it.  I  may  add  that  I 
know  the  jewels  I  seek  are  not  in  your  posses- 
sion and  never  have  been. " 

"Nor  is  the  garter  in  my  possession,  now," 
the  milltonaire  supplemented. 
"I  know  that,  to." 
"Perhaps  you  know  who  has  it?" 
"And  I  know  that.    The  garter  is  now  in 
the  possession  of  a  notorious  criminal  known 
as  The  Hawk." 

Pell  a  long  sHence.  Von  Derp  lighted 
another  cigarette  and  amused  himself  by 
blowing  precise  little  ringlets  of  smoke  into 
the  air.  Slowly  the  color  came  again  to 
Brokaw  Hamilton's  face,  and  with  it  some  of 
that  self-possession  which  had  deserted  him 
utterly  at  the  first  mention  of  those  things 
which  he  had  imagined  unknown  to  any  man 
save  himself. 

"  Knowing  all  that  you  do,  "—fear  was  still 
tugging  at  his  heart,— "what  do  you  intend 
doing?" 

^^  "I?"  Von  Derp  seemed  a  little  surprised. 
'Nothing.    These  things  are  none  of  my 


I, 


38a 


MY  LADY'S  GARTER 


affair.  I  mentioned  them  only  to  convine. 
ya«  that  it  would  not  be  wise  ll^^ 
as  you  express  it.  because  my  incQ^to  S 
neces^;  also  to  impress  uJonX  the 
d«uabU,ty  of  giving  due  <JSdei  ^ 

my  requestfor permission  to  paymy  addresses 
to  your  daughter.  I  come  of  one  of  th^ 
W.«  of  Germany,  a  family  of  piSS 
aa^dwealth  equal  to  your  own.    I  am  in  the 

ipSfs'T"  "^^  ^^  ^*  — 

"I  em  to  understand  then  that  you  are 
threatemngme?  Vou  demand  my  daughter's 
ha^d  as  the  price  of  your  silence?" 

That  is  just  as  you  look  at  it."  was  the 
reply.  I  hope  before  you  give  me  a  definite 
answer  that  you  wiU  bear  in  mind  the  fact 
that  /  ca«  prove  that  you  killed  Daddy  Heinz/" 

mere  you  involve  moral  obligations. 
If  you  can  prove  that,  why  don't  you  deh^S 

T^J^'^'^rJ^^  '^^'^^"  There  was  no 
answer  "What  is  the  moral  attitude  of  a 
man  who  knows  that  another  is  guilty  of 
murd^  and  refuses  to  surrender  him  in  con- 

"It  is  not  unlike  the  moml  attitude  of  a 
man  who,   possessed   of  enormous  wealth. 
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connives  at  the  theft  of  an  art  treasure  he 
IS  unable  to  buy-connives  at  the  theft  and 
conspires  to  conceal  it. " 

Brokaw  Hamilton  had  never  thought  of 
It  in  just  that  way;  the  freshness  of  the 
viewpomt  startled  him  a  liUle. 
"I  am  innocent  of  the  murder  of  Daddv 
Hemz-you  should  know  I  am  incapable 
of  It.  There  was  a  deadly  calm  in  the  rail- 
road magi:ates  manner  now.  "Just  how 
would  you  proceed  to  convict  an  imiocent 
n»an  of  such  a  crime?" 

"Let's  go  back  a  bit, "  suggested  von  Deip. 
obhgingly,  and  his  shaUow  eyes  narrowed 
dightly.    "Let's  go  back  to  ^he  night  ySSg 
»fc.  Gaunt  was  arrested.    Some  hours  pre- 
ceding that  you  had  been  infonned  that 
Scotland  Yard  men  were  in  America  looking 
for  that  garter,  that  they  suspected  it  was 
m  possession  of  some  rich  American  art  col- 
lector who  had  actuaUy  participated  in  the 
theft    else  had  secretly  bought  it,  knowing 
It  to  be  stolen.    VeryweU.    You  were  eith^ 
conscience  stricken  or  afraid,  so  after  consul- 
tation  with  your  lawyer,  Winthrop  Power 
you  planned  to  return  the  garter  to  the  poHce.' 
The  scheme  was  to  place  the  garter  in  a  vacant 
house  where  the  poUce  would  find  it  with  no 
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due  aa  to  how  it  got  there.  That  wsa  to 
end  your  connection  with  the  aflfair.  You 
would  have  made  restitution.  Am  I  richt 
so  far?"  *^ 

The  milUonaire  didn't  answer;  he  was  fas- 
anated  by  this  clear,  concise  recital  of  things 
tiiat  he  had  imagined  were  locked  safely  in 
his  own  brain. 

"I  am  right."    Von  Derp  answered  his  own 
,   question.    "You  and  Mr.  Power  went  to 
that  vacant  house  in  his  automobile— Number 
1234— and  placed  the  gurter  on  the  mantel 
m  a  ground-floor  room.    This  done,   Mr 
Power    telephoned    to    the    nearest   police 
station  to  say  where  the  garter  would  be 
found.     iUready  Mr.   Dexter,   of   Scotland 
Yard,  had  sent  out  broadcast  to  the  police 
a  desaiption  of  the  garter,  so  they  made  a 
rush  for  it.    Somehow,  ridiculously  enough 
young  Mr.  Gaunt  was  entangled,  but  what 
I  have  said  covers  your  actual  participation 
in  the  garter  aflfair.    And  now  we  come  to 
the  murder  of  old  Daddy  Heinz." 

Brokaw  Hamilton  shuddered  a  little  as 
von  Derp  paused  and  thoughtf'iUy  poked 
his  finger  through  a  smoke  ring. 

"How  I  learned  aU  this  is  immaterial  " 
he  continued  after  a  moment.    "I  did  leara 
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$;.;^r  r  ^  **"^  **  ^  *>««»  in  West 
J^  Street  to  see  Daddy  H^  I  Z 

Z^Z^"^^'  y°"  '^  b««-  in  fflind.  with 
«o  eye  to  locating  the  jewels  I  am  seeking. 

■hots  that  killed  the  old  man  were  fired- 
you^^e  the  only  other  person  in  that  W 

"There  was  another  man  there, "  Hamilton 
brolre  m  quickly.  "I  have  explained-" 
^^  Who  was  he?"  von  Derp  flashed. 
loTeThirep'^'    ^y-«y.  even.  What  he 

th'J^  ^!"  *''*  °^y  °"«  P«son  left 
that  house  after  the  shots  were  fired."  von 
D^said  slowly,  "and  that  you  were  that 
P«son!    I  can  swear  to  that  because  I  saw 

^iJ^'  T.**'  '"^  *^^«  *  «°tive  for 
tf^^;  «cl««ve  opportunity,  and  now- 
if  further  proof  is  needed-you  have  in 
your  possession  at  this  moment  one  of  the 

that  had  found  its  way  back  to  Daddy 
Hmz.  That's  aU."  He  stopped  abruptty 
andarx^e.  Instantly  he  became  again  the 
wurteot^.  mathematicaUy  precise  individual 
^o  had  entered  the  room  half  an  hour 
before.      I  have  the  honor."  he  said,  "to 
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atk  your  permisrion   to  pay  my  addrasset 
to  your  daughter." 

"No!"  The  tingle  word  came  violently; 
again  Brdcaw  Hamilton  had  gone  deathly 
white. 

"Don't  be  hasty,  pleaae.  Take  time,  if 
you  like,  and  think  it  over." 

"No!" 

"Always  remembering  that  /  can  prove 
that  you  kiUed  Daddy  Heiiu?" 

"No!    That  is  final." 

For  half  a  minute  von  Detp  remained 
standing,  searching  the  other's  face  for  a 
sign  of  weakness. 

"  Vay  weU, "  he  said  at  last.  He  dropped 
down  into  his  chair  and  drew  the  desk  tde- 
phone  toward  him.  "Give  me  the  nearest 
police  station — quick!" 

No  man  may  know  the  torturing  thou^ts 
that  swept  in  a  flood  through  the  millionaire's 
mind;  no  man  may  judge  his  acts,  or  the 
motives  that  prompted  those  acts. 

"Hello!"  Von  Derp  was  talking.  "Who 
is  this?  The  police  station?  Just  a  mo- 
ment, please!"  He  glanced  up  at  Brokaw 
Hamilton. 

"I— I  think  I  wiU  take  time  to— to  think 
it  over,"  the  millionaire  was  saying.    His 
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face  WM  haggard.  "A  week  perhaps?  I— 
I  don't  know— " 

Von  Derp  nodded;  then  into  the  trans- 
mitter: 

"I  b^  your  pardon,"  he  apologized. 
"There's  a  mistake  in  the  number.  I'm 
worry." 

Vaguely  Brokaw  Hamilton  was  conscious 
of  a  clatter  as  the  receiver  was  returned  to 
the  hook.  And  then  he  seemed  to  be  alone! 
Von  Derp,  in  the  drawing  room,  was  laughing 
lightly  at  some  trivial  anecdote  Mrs.  Hamilton 
was  telling. 


CHAPTER  III 

CAUSE  and  effect  an  as  widely  aepamted 
as  the  poles.  Toss  a  stone  into  a 
miUpond  and  the  ripples  arising  therefrom 
go  scudding  away  to  its  remotest  comers. 
Tossed  into  the  New  York  police  departraent, 
the  mystery  of  my  lady's  garter  sent  ripples 
to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth.  The 
effect  as  a  whole  was  as  incongruous  as  it  was 
widespread,  and  as  widespread  as  it  was 
apparently  disassociated  in  its  several  units 
from  a  series  of  inexplicable  incidents  which 
transpired  categorically  in  New  York,  the 
center  of  agitation.  Yet  each  effect  could  be 
traced  to  a  common  cause. 

For  instance,  in  St.  Petersbuig  the  effect 
was  a  hurried  meeting  of  the  Russian  cabinet; 
in  Rio  Janeiro  an  Englishman  put  on  false 
whiskers;  in  Tokyo  an  American  adopted 
Japanese  dress;  in  Washington,  the  British 
ambascador  lost  a  rubber  at  bridge;  in  Berlin, 
Mynherr,  the  superintendent  of  the  Imperial 
Secret  Service,  received  an  odd  cable  dispatch ; 
in  Paterson,  New  Jersey,  a  jail  was  filled 
with  nihilists;  in  Boston,  a  detective's  beans 
grew  cold  because  he  was  late  for  dinner;  in 
388 
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London,  three  Scotland  Yard  men  developed 
nervous  headaches;  in  Satuit,  Steve  Ricketts, 
town  constable,  cherished  grave  doubts  as 
to  whether  or  not  he  would  ever  get 
back  eighty-five  cents  he  had  spent  for  a 
telegram.  In  New  York  all  sorts  of  things 
happened. 

As  I  have  said,  all  these  things  were 
tangibly,  albeit  tenuously,  connected.  The 
Englishman  in  Rio  Janeiro  who  put  on  false 
whiskers  was  the  individual  who  had  stolen 
the  garter  originally  from  the  British  Museum, 
selling  it  later  to  Daddy  Heinz;  the  American 
in  Tokyo  had  been  his  accomplice  in  that 
theft,  and  he  adopted  native  dress  as  a 
disguise;  in  Washington  the  British  ambas- 
sador had  been  directed  by  his  government 
to  request  this  government  to  check  news- 
paper discussion  of  the  garter  affair  until  the 
millionaire  malefactor  had  been  brought  to 
justice,  and  this  unusual  request  upset  him 
so  he  lost  his  rubber;  the  cable  dispatch  to 
Berlin  had  asked  for  a  minute  description  of 
the  nussing  crown  jewels,  and  was  signed 
Meredith;  the  detective's  beans  grew  cold 
in  Boston  because  he  was  comparing  two 
thumbprints;  the  Scotland  Yard  men  in 
Lon^  developed  headaches  because  of  a 
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Stem  rebuke  from  the  foreign  office  for  their 
lailure  to  recover  the  garter. 

There  were  important  consequences  as  a 
result  of  the  hurried  cabinet  meeting  in  St. 
Peterebm:g-first,  a  wholesale  arrest  of 
nihihsts-«Mne  twoscore  men  and  half  a 
dozen  women  gathered  in  fn>m  all  parts  of 
the  Russian  empire;  and  as  an  echo  of  that, 
fourteen  nihilists  were  captured  in  Patereon 
New  Jersey,  by  special  agents.  So  the  Cza^ 
s^t  in  p^ce  because  the  backbone  of  the 
gji^t  nihihstic  machine  in  the  world  was 

Now  we  come  down  to  the  things  that  were 
happemng  m  New  York.  ChronologicaUy 
they  came  after  this  fashion  • 

Detective  Meredith  received  a  telephone 
message  from  a  private  suite  of  the  Ritz- 
Carlton.  He  was  informed  that  the  Russian 
ambassador  was  desirous  of  seeing  him  im- 
mediately, so  Meredith  hurried  there.  The 
ambassador  in  person  received  him. 

'&)me  few  days  since,  Mr.  Meredith. ^ 
^e  diplomatist  began,  "while  you  were  ^ 
Satuit  you  received  anonymously  by  m^' 
from  Boston  a  roughly  drawn  floor  plan  of  a 

notebook,  "-or,  j  should  say,  some  figures 
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and  one  word:   '21   Willow  7/3.'    That  is 
correct?" 

"Yes,"  Meredith  assented    ,1  wonder. 

"You  made  some  investigaticn  as  a  resalt 
of  that,  I  suppose?" 

"Idid." 

"May  I  inquire  the  result  of  that  investi- 
gation?" the  ambassador  piu-sued.  "I  will 
pledge  myself  to  secrecy  if  you  wish, " 

"It  isn't  necessary,"  and  the  detective 
shrugged   his    shoulders.    "Nothing    worth 
while  happened.    There  had  been  several 
jewel  robberies  in  Boston,  all  presumably  the 
work  of  one  man — a  notorious  criminal  known 
as  The  Hawk.    There  are  several  Willow 
streets  in  the  suburbs  of  Boston.    Number  21 
of  one  of  these  I  found  to  be  the  home  of  a 
wealthy  family;  and  the  7/3  was  obviously  a 
date  of  some  sort.    Therefore  on  the  night  of 
July  3,  the  family  having  been  called  away,  I 
took  possession  of  the  house,  and  waited." 
"And  what—?" 

"Nothing.  At  least,  there  was  no  sign  of 
The  Hawk.  My  men  stationed  outside  must 
have  frightened  him  away,  if  indeed  he 
had  contemplated  a  robbery  there.  Inci- 
dentally, I  made  the  acquaintance  that  night 
of  another  man  who  was  after  The  Hawk — 
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nw  becret  Service  of  Germany.    He  waitM 

SS  S2l  Jf  ^f!*  '^^^'n  to  beHeve  they 
were  in  The  Hawk's  possession. " 
.  rhe  ambassador  smoked  a  vile  Russian 

lighted  a  cigar  in  self-defense. 

You  never  knew  who  sent  you  the  olan 
of  the  house?"  asked  the  dip  Jatisr  ^ 

Oh,  yes.    VonDerpsentit." 

Indeed?"  iri  surprise. 
"He  had  no  authority  to  make  an  »«.«=+ 

Mere^th  swaUowed  a  few  questions  that 
he  would  have  M^rt^  ♦«  i.  H^rauons  znax 
,•„«+»  ^rZ^      ®°  *°  ^^  answered,  for 

distance:  What  business  had  the  Ru^ 
amb^orin  aU  this?    And  how  ^d^ 

^1l^^  "^  °^"^  '"^^  '''  How! 
ever  Meredith  was  growing  used  to  finding 
quertions  to  which  there  seemed  no  answ^/^ 
so  he  let  it  go  at  that.  »^wer, 

beSLV^  ^^  *°  ^^"^  ^  New  York, 
*»anng  on  the  mystery  in  hand,  was  the 
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suddeai  and  complete  collapse  of  Brokaw 
Ham^^OT.    Old  John  Gaunt,  en  route  to 
JUS  office,  picked  up  a  morning  paper  to  find 
that  his  arch-enemy  had  gone  down  under  the 
stram  of  the  great  financial  fight,  and  had 
taken  to  his  bed,  desperately  ill. 
"Oh,  heU!"  said  John  Gaunt. 
Half  a  dozen  subordinates  awaited  him- 
they  were  smiling,  every  one.    With  Brokaw 
Hamilton  ill  and  out  of  the  game  there  was 
nothmg  now  to  hinder  the  immediate  accom- 
plishment of  John  Gaunfs  designs  on  his 
mmions.    Already  the  market  was  trembling 
industrials  were  panicky;  it  remained  only 
for  the  coal  baron  to  go  smashing  through 
at  will.    Under  his  immediate  direction  they 
were  to  do  the  smashing. 

John  Gaunt  came  into  his  office  like  a 
thundercloud.  The  first  thing  he  did  was 
to  caU  up  Brokaw  Hamilton's  home  on  the 
telephone. 

;;How  is  Mr.  Hamilton?"  he  demanded. 

^^  Very  ill,    came  the  reply. 

"What's  the  matter  with  him?" 

"A  nervous  breakdown,  sir.  Two  physi- 
cians remained  with  him  all  night." 

"Unable  to  attend  to  business,  I  sup- 
pose?"  '^ 
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"All  right,  thanks.  TeU  him  Mr.  John 
Gaunt  inquired  about  his  condition."  He 
hung  up  the  receiver  and  turned  to  his  sub 

».f  T  .  °  ^^°'y  ""  "«=^S  a  d«ad  man.  I 
^  .*S°f  ,r  °^°°«  °"*  °^  him,  anyway 
^tUholdmeforaspeU."  He  scribSS 
some  orders  on  a  sheet  of  paper.  "Get  in 
themarketandetopit."heoS.  "bSL^ 

S:a2r^'°°  ^*^  "^"  ^^-°  I'"  *^' 

The   third   thing   to   happen   was   some 
strange  metamorphosis  in  HelVn.    OneXr 
noon  she  dropped  in  to  tea  at  the  St.  ^^ 

the  rosebud  mouth,  mute  anguish  in  the  blue 
blue  eyes,  a  settled  melancholy  in  her  m2a^' 
a  pensive  note  in  her  voice.    She  i^S 

town  with  her  mother-^d  here  was  a  n^ 
Helen ;  the  Helen  of  old.  rosy  cheeked!  sparZ 

rS'.rt,^^"^^  °°  ^^  "P^-  «°d  a  flash 
bL?bi:i'ey^*^^*^«^^*^-fthe 

Mrs.   Hamilton   stared   at   her,   amazed. 
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Miracles  of  this  sort  were  wrought  only  by 
that  greatest  necromancer  of  them  all— Dan 
Cupid. 

"Heavens!"  she  soliloquized,  "the  child 
falls  in  and  out  of  love  as  a  duck  goes  in  and 
out  of  water."  Then  aloud:  "What  is  it. 
my  dear?"  ' 

In  tiie  seclusion  of  the  limousine  Helen 

threw  her  vigorous  young  arms  around  her 

mothCT,  and  squeezed  her  until  she  grunted. 

What  is  the  matter?"    Mrs.  Hamilton 

was  alarmed. 

^   "What  do  you  think?"  Helen  demanded. 
Mr.  von  Derp  asked  me  to  marry  him! " 
And,"   there   was   resignation   in   Mrs 
Hamilton's  manner,  "and  are  you  so  happy 
because  of  that?" 

"No,"  said  Helen  enigmatically,  "I'm 
happy  in  spite  of  it!" 

Von  Derp  was  at  great  concern  as  a  result 
of  the  next  happening  in  the  series.  Osten- 
sibly  he  called  at  the  Hamilton  home  to 
inquire  after  Mr.  Hamilton;  and  once  there 
he  took  advantage  of  the  situation  to  remain 
to  dinner.  Helen  fairly  bubbled;  he  was 
charmed.  Keen  delight  alternated  swiftly 
m  his  face  with  some  subtle  thing  which 
seemed  to  be  bewilderment. 
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"What's  the  matter?"  Helen  asked  curi- 
ottdyatto.    "You  look  as  if  you  had  been 
sent  for  end  couldn't  go?" 
JT°^^  °^  consequence,"  he  replied,  in 
that  cdd  httle  way  of  his.    "I  had  a  sort 
of  shock  this  afternoon.    I  was  in  the  grill 
at  the  Knickerbocker,  when  I  chanced  to 
look  out  into  the  lobby,  and  saw  a  man 
whom      he  was  leaning  forward,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  tensely  on  hers,  "whom  I  would 
have  Pwom  was  Bxnce  Colquhoun!" 
"^r^ceColqv^onar  exclaimed  Mrs.  Ham- 

"You  didn't  see  his  face?"  Helen  asked, 
quickly.  ««».cu, 

"No,"  was  the  reply.  "  'Twas  only  a 
glimpse.  He  was  hurrying  through.  By  the 
tune  I  reached  the  door  he  was  gone.  But 
the  unpression  was  so  strong  that—" 

"Nonsense!"  Helen  reproved  him  ffip. 
pantly.  "Bruce  Colquhoun  is  dead."  She 
speared  an  oUve  with  her  fork.  "You'ro 
seeing  things. " 

The  heartlessness  of  the  remark  was  trans- 
parent. Mrs.  Hamflton  opened  her  beautiful 
eyes  to  their  widest;  von  Deip  seemed  more 
puzded  than  ever.  And  this  was  the  girl 
who  had  pledged  him  to  clear  Colquhoun's 
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name  of  ignominy!  A  strange  chain  of 
thought  ran  through  his  mind. 

"I  may  judge  from  yoi-r  tone,"  he  b^^an 
courteously,  and  again  his  shallow  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  her,  "that  the  obligation  you 
placed  upon  me,  then,  is  of  no— no  conse- 
quence?" 

"Not  the  slightest,"  Helen  assui«d  him, 
with  a  dazzling  smile.  "I  wouldn't  worry 
about  it.  I  dare  say  Bruce  Colquhoun  was 
The  Hawk,  after  all!" 


CHAPTER  IV 

A^^^L^^  *  happening  so  weW,  so 
^fantastic,  so  bizarre,  that  aSaw 
Hamilton  could  lordly convince]Sn«M^T 
iZL^*^i.-  S««lythiswasthe?SWg 
of  madness.    Pi«t  was  the  torturiagttoZf 

^epthiTL^^-^^^S^J^^ 

as  one  does  in  a  fairy  story        '^"P"^*^ 

Iri  his  own  room  in  his  own  home  at  deaH 

of  night  t  happened.    Pallid,  anHe^  S^ 

Sh:?1L^'  ^y.  staring' wi^Se^^ 
mto  the  darkness.    His  physicians  had  gone^ 

off  to  sleep.    Without  having  heard  a^SSr 

feet  that  there  was  some  one  else  In  the  ro<^ 
His  nurse,  perhaps;  she  had  ci^t  in  S' 
shod  to  see  if  he  was  all  right  ^*" 

Who's  ther«?"  he  asked 

el^n?"?"^,?'  was  bathed  in  light  from  an 
Jectnc  flash.  It  dazzled  him.  He  raisS 
his  hanrl<!  fr.  »t„vij  i..-.  _       ^7     "^  raised 

oimultaneouslji 


he  discovered  that  there 
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was  a  nasty  looking 
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revolver  beside  the  light;  it  was  pointed 
directly  at  his  breast. 

"  Now  don't  call  any  one,  and  don't  move, " 
came  a  warning  from  the  paU  behind  the 
light.    I' You  may  put  your  hands  down." 
Obediently  the  millionaire  lowered  them. 
"Who  are  you?"  he  asked. 
"I  am  The  Hawk!" 
^  It  was  a  simple  introduction,  but  an  eflfec- 
tive  one.    There  was  ahnost  a  touch  of  pride 
in  the  intruder's  tone.    Brokaw  Hamilton  for- 
got that  he  was  ill,  and  sat  up  straight  in  bed. 

''The  Hawk!"  he  repeated. 
^^  "Not  so  loud,  please, "  came  the  command. 
"Don't  forget  that  the  nurse  is  asleep  in  the 
next  room,  and  we  wouldn't  care  to  disturb 
her." 

"What  do  you  want?"  Vainly  the  finan- 
cier tried  to  pierce  the  darkness  beyond  the 
glare  of  the  flash. 

"I  had  an  impression  that  you'd  be  lonely, 
and  I  dropped  in  for  a  few  minutes'  conver- 
sation," was  the  cheerful  response.  "You 
won't  mind  if  I  lock  the  door  into  the  nurse's 
room,  will  you?  And  the  door  into  the  hall? 
Then  you  may  turn  on  your  night  light,  and 
we'll  be  cozy. " 

Fascinated,  the  financier  watched  his  visiter 
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""Nof  ^%*^*t*^  toys  in  the  loda. 

on  t^n/.hr^s^^td"^  "-^  *- 

o^hehned  with  c«ri«.ty  TZ  iSs^ 
face  to  face.  But  he  didn't.  TheH^k^ 
ga^ed  A  black  hood  was  d«wn  do^  ovS 
h«  head  to  his  shoulder.;  a  pair  of  pl^^ 
^ J^  eyes  looked  out  through  a  rj^t. 

thu     ^T     ^.!^  remember  now  that  I  have 
this  revolver, "  he  remarked  "we'llolf  .i 
nicely.    Nothing's   going   to  ^p^n     ?°i 
here  looking  for  infonnation"       ^         ° 
JInfonnation?"  the  sici;  man  repeated. 

'•You  got  me,"  said  The  Hawk  ten«ly 

sTt^r'^tT.*^^^-^*^^ 

^e^^pSke'^Uele^Se-L"  ""^  °^^ 
^,  What  are  you  talking  about?" 
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^iJf  v'*  ^'^^y  ^*^'"    He  paused. 
»now  the  answer. 

Yes,  ft  was  madness.    The  financier  was 
con^  now.    Suddenly  it  seemed  thTt 
^Ti^\u  *^' J'^'^'*  ^"^  he  had  been  " 
Instactively  he  was  on  the  defensive, 
j^ydoyouaskme  that?"  he  demanded 

"You  know. "  The  Hawk  went  on  in  cheer- 
fol«pla^taon.  "/wasinthefcousetheniS 
Daddy  Hemz  was  killed;  and  there's  a 
wammt  out  against  me  for  his  murder.    Now 

i^ti^  ^'  ''"^  '  ^°^  y°«  were  inZJ 
house  because  I  saw  you.  I  heard  the  sho" 
I  ran  to  the  top  of  the  stai«,  and  saw  y^.' 
Passmg  along  the  haUway  with  a  revohS 

s/i:;:!;'^iu  ^^^  ^  ^^^  you  leaJ^^; 

tte  body  Then  I  saw  you  pick  up  some^ 
ttmg-I  thmk  perhaps  it  was  a  diamond,  and 
th«i-well  I  began  to  get  the  idea  thai  the 
pohce  might  have  heard  the  shots  and  woufd 
hustte  m,  so  I  grabbed  my  belongings  and 
hauled  my  freight.  Now,  what  I  want  to 
know  IS,  If  you  kiUed  Daddy  Heinz.  You  se^ 
I  know  /didn't;  but  there's  a  warrant ZJ 
mg  me  with  it,  and  if  I'm  ever  pinchedHl 
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h^to  know  aU  about  what  actuaUy  hap- 

under  Se'fHtJ,r^3CSS;',SS 
he  «med  to  grow  widdenly  Si^ '^ 

T  u    S^'    ^^  questioned  at  last,  "buddo-, 
I  should  deny  I  was  in  that  housed'    ^*^ 

'good°lrraZ;it'^^.i"ri^^'^*« 

W  Don't  be"*afiid  to^^Ce'  ff 
W,««  »^,  r„  not  going  to  apSar  to'JSi 
««-nrtyou.  I  «e«irwant  SlSow  ^ 
actually  happened. "  ' 

S»!i      t^^*""*°°*^-    Mr.Sltonfdt 

h^'!!^*^-    "thiswasafa^we 
It  was  a  good  one.  ^^  ^® 

"I'll  tell  you  frankly,  "he  said     "T  »— * 
to  the  place  to  see  th«  ^m  ^  ^®°* 

about-"        *°  *e  the  old  man  aboutr- 

"The  garter  thing.    I  know  "  ,'»,+-«-    *  j 
The  Hawk         ^^     *  mow,    interrupted 
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a^ong  the  h«U,  with  the  one  idea  of  protect^ 

I  heard  the  front  door  bang-some  one 
|«ngout.  Daddy  Heinz  was  lying  on  the 
floor,  atone.  I  went  in,  terrified.  I  hastily 
«a™ned  the  body,  and  I  got  a  splotch  of- 
of  btood  on  my  hand!"  He  shuddered, 
mere  was  a  revolver  on  the  floor-I  didn't 

the  Countess  of  SaUsbury's  garter.    I  was 

^  LcL!r*°™  '*  ^^y  *^*  old-fashioned 
cuttang-tiie  rose  cutting.    My  intention  was 

ret«r^  *   "!?*"  .opportunity  presented  S 
return  xt  to  the  rightful  owners.    I  have  it 

TTie  Hawk  nodded  understanding^. 
^JL.*V°"'"''*'«^<*' graciously.    "It 
do«m't  sound  like  the  truth  at  that,  does  it? 
Bi^  neither  would  my  story,  so  fa;  aTi^t 

Again  feU  a  silence.    The  Hawk  thought- 
fully  spun  his  revolver  on  his  finger. 
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"Because,"  the  financier  finished,  "the 
garter  disappeared  mysteriously  at  the  very 
moment  I  was  trying  to  return  it,  through  the 
police,  to  the  British  government.  I  imag- 
ined, perhaps.  Daddy  Heinz,  from  whom  I 
bought.  It  originaUy,  might  know  some- 
thing— " 

ul'\^^,^^'"    interrupted    The    Hawk. 

And  the  key  to  the  house?    You  had  one?" 

"Yes.  Daddy  Heinz  gave  it  to  me.  Pre- 
viously  I  had  made  half  a  dozen  trips  there.  " 

The  Hawk  sat  bobbing  his  head  thought- 
fully.   Mr.  Hamilton  continued: 

"There  is  a  widespread  beUef  that  that 
garter  is  now  in  your  possession?  " 

ijp'.7*  ^'"  ^*  ^^^^  ««««d-    "Like  to  see 

He  produced  it,  and  dangled  it  before 
the  financier's  astonished  eyes.  The  sheer 
beauty  of  the  trinket  kindled  a  covetous 
blaze  deep  in  the  millionaire's  brain.  Invol- 
untarily  h?  reached  for  it;  The  Hawk  with- 
drew it. 

"That  missing  stone,"    The   Hawk  er- 

plamed,  "is  the  one  you  have.    I  gouged  it 

out  and  hocked  it  with  Daddy  Heinz  the  day 

he  was  murdered. " 

"Will  you  sell  that?"  asked  Mr.  Hamilton. 
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"No,"  The  Hawk  laughed.  "I  thought 
you'd  had  enough  of  it. " 

"I  •will  buy  it,  if  you  will  sell  it,  and  return 
it  to  the  British  government. " 

"Nothing  doing." 

"I'll  give  you  twenty-five  thousand  dollars 
for  it." 

"No." 

"Fifty?" 

"No.  I  have  another  use  for  it;  and  besides 
I  don't  need  the  money.  I've  cleaned  up  a 
quarter  of  a  million  in  the  last  month,  and 
incidentally  had  a  lot  of  fun  with  Meredith. " 
He  chuckled.  "He's  a  funny  gink,  Meredith. " 

He  arose,  and  stretched  himself  lazily.  He 
was  slender,  almost  boyish  in  figure,  graceful, 
sinewy— built  like  a  steel  bridge. 

"I'm  sorry  to  have  disttirbed  you,"  he 
apologized,  "but  I  had  to  know  how  things 
were,  because  there  might  come — might,  I 
say— a  time  when  I'd  need  to  know.  And 
what  you've  told  me,  of  course,  is  just  be- 
tween us.  Don't  let  it  worry  you.  And 
say, "  he  was  struck  by  a  generous  thought, 
"if  this  garter  thing  you're  mixed  up  in  gets 
too  hot  for  you,  shove  it  off  on  to  me.  I'll 
stand  for  it — anything  you  like  but  murder. 
Now,  me  for  the  taU  timbers. " 
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Ife  sUently  unlocked  the  door  into  the 
nuraes  room   then  the  door  into  the  haU. 

tJlnght  again  soon.    I'm  sony  you're  not 

f^;™  ?  '^^  °^  ^^'  ^'°»  "ther  strong 
for  your  fanuly.  You  know,  I  had  an  idea 
--I'd  hke  to  be  your  son-inSt.^^c^ 

TiJSf  '^°°'  °^^  *°^  ^°sed.  silently;  The 

Stw?^''  ^^*°°  *""«*  °ver  com- 
fortably, and  went  to  sleep. 

P<w  the  second  time  Detective  Meredith 


CHAPTER  V 

THERE  was  something  dosdy  akin  to 
elation  in  August  von  Derp's  manner 
as  he  came  out  of  the  room  where  Brokaw 
Hamilton  lay  iU,  and  joined  Helen  on 
the  sun-drenched  veranda.  Aroused  from 
dreamy  contemplation  of  Long  Island  Sound, 
azure-blue  in  the  distance,  she  glanced  up 
quickly.  • 

"How  is  father?"  she  asked. 

"He  had  a  most  comfortable  night,"  was 
the  reply.  "That,  together  with  the  assttf- 
ance  from  John  Gaunt  that  the  fight  is  oflF 
until  he  is  hunself  again,  seems  to  have 
acted  upon  him  like  a  tonic.  He  is  auite 
cheerful."  ^ 

"I'm  so  glad.  Positively,  I  could  kiss 
Mr.  Gaunt  for  his  magnanimity. " 

"And  better  yet,"  von  Derp  continued, 
the  while  his  eager  eyes  blazed  into  her  own, 
"he  has  practically  consented  to— to  my 
attentions  to  you!" 

"He  has?"  There  was  a  curious  emphasis 
in  the  question;  von  Derp  opened  his  eyes 
inquiringly. 

307 


J»«  MY  LADY'S  GARTER 

" You  ^."  he  said,  "as  if-" 
Let  a  don't  talk  about  it  "  Hi.J«,  u^i^ 
-ih^edly.    "Let's  SaJ!;ut-"'^^ 

Ji%^''  ^^«>   ^^^^    "Why 

wi^^"*  -^  ^""^  ^' "  »>«  intejTupted  vio- 
lently,    passioijatdy.    In   that   ta^t   % 

OT^y  from  him.  "Because  there  has  never 
been  a  moment  since  I  fii^  saw  yoTtSIl 
diji't  love  you.  To-mom,w  y^  SSi 
;^.^^^o:»al«^t;to4Tis^^: 

M^^San-rt^^,:^-^^^ 

SS     L^  that  instant  he  realized  his 
lailure.    Suddenly  he  was  aware  of  some- 

thag  antagonistic  in  her  attitude.  "" 

;;S!hTnoS^>"^^^"^'-^^^- 

"Oh,  because,"  vaguely. 
But  why?    You  know  I  love-" 
know"  ^l  ^  *^?  """'^  ^°^  ^*' ^  yo"  ""rt 
inow,    Helen  exclamied,  with  anangrylittte 
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apot  in  her  cheeks.    "And  besides  you— you 
have  no  right!" 

"You  promised,"  he  protested,  "that  if 
I  should  clear  the  name  of — " 

"You  haven't  done  it,"  Helen  pointed 
out,  "and  besides,  now  it  isn't  necessary." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

' '  I  mean  that  Mr.  Colquhotm  has  returned. ' ' 

"You  knew  that?"  von  Derp  didn't  seem 
to  be  surprised.    "How  did  you  know  it?" 

"Oh,  I  just  knew  it." 

"And  Colquhoun's  return?"  he  b^an. 

"Don't  you  understand,  Mr.  von  Derp?" 
Helen  asked,  and  '  jere  was  almost  an  appeal 
in  her  voice.  "  I't  you  understand  that 
I — ^I  am  under  ob.  ^ations  to  Mr.  Colquhoun? 
That  I  had  faith  in  him?  That  it  was  horrible 
to  me  to  think  that  he  should  have  died  tmder 
a  doud?  That  there  was  nothing  I  wouldn't 
have  given  to  have  lifted  that  cloud?  I  had 
been  unjust  to  him;  it  was  only  fair  that  I 
should  make  reparation  even  to  a  dead  man! " 

Von  Derp  arose  suddenly,  his  fingers 
gripped  in  his  palms,  his  face  pallid. 


"And,"  he  said  steadily,  with  accusing 
eyes,  "you  would  have  used  me  to —  Your 
promises  to  me  meant  nothing?" 

"I  made  no  promises, "  Helen  pointed  out. 
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emotion:  always  to  her^  S^Ji^^i^S* 
^namental.  superfdal.  elegSf  1^^^ 
^•«°n»mgs  of  a  motor  car!  vi  bL^tZS 
back  towaiti  her.  his  face  LI  ^T^^f^® 
the  inathematitX^^  'i/f^^^^^^^ 
in^vjdua,  She  iT ilClS^*!^-^ 

«too5'StwSf^^T^----^er- 

Z^f-  r  ^°^  y-  info^tio^*?.^ 
say  I  m  of  a  family  old  in  r5»«-      t.  ■ 
and  weft1tJ,«.  17^  ™  tierman  history, 

«uu  weaiiny  as  your  own      n„+  "       j  . 
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you  understand  that  when  you  pledged  me 
to— to  clear  Bruce  Colquhoun's  name  of  its 
enshrouding  ignominy,  as  you  expressed  it, 
you  came  to  one  who  was  able  to  bring  to 
bear  a  vast  experience  in  matters  of  this 
sort." 

He  paused.  Helen's  mouth  had  dropped 
open  a  little  in  her  utter  astonishment.  He 
TOS  only  a  poUceman!  Oh,  dear!  Oh,  dear! 
He  went  on: 

"I  began  the  task  you  set  for  me.  But 
I  didn't  go  ahead  with  it  because-"  He 
broke  off  suddenly.  "Perhaps  I  had  better 
stop.  I  had  intended  to  save  you  the  shame 
of  all  this." 

"Go  on,  please, "  said  Helen  bravely.  All 
at  once  something  rose  in  her  throat.  "Go 
on!" 

Von  Derp  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Instead  of  proving  that  Bruce  Colquhoun 
was  not  The  Hawk  I  found  myself  provine 
that  he  was  The  Hawk!" 

Helen  came  to  her  feet  with  a  blaze  in  the 
blue,  blue  eyes. 

"I  don't  believe  it!"  she  said. 

"It  doesn't  reaUy  matter  whether  you  be- 
lieve  It  or  not,"  von  Derp  told  her.  "He 
has  never  explained  to  your  satisfaction  who 
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he  »,  has  he?    No     Or  »i.„  •* 

«ary  to  lM<m  w/^J    ^ ''^y  it  was  so  nece«. 

«y  to  Jceep  htt  identity  hidden?    No  ^ 

ha.  n^  «phuiied  hi3  absence  t^'kaZl 
ZJ^'^T^  wA«,  there  was  a   /aS 
J^oWwy   tn   Boston.    twenty-Jhe  ^f  ^^ 
^he?    No.    HehaTS-f"^'^^' 
gedly        *  *^"^  ''■"  ^^^  «Peated  dog. 

P^!"^von"^*^^^^  P-f-taediate 
I  don't  believe  it!" 
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don't  love  me— you  do  love  a  man  who  is 
not  worthy!    Could  you  imagine  anything 
more  hideous   than   sacrificing  yourself  to 
that  man?    And  understand  me,  I  haven't 
reported  to  the  police  what  I  know,  and 
because  of  my  love  f or  you  I  wiU  not.    But 
let  me  prove  what  I  say— I  can  give  you  all 
the  proof  you  can  demand.    If  I  fail  to  con- 
vince you—"    He  shrugged  his  shouldeiB. 
"May  I  prove  it?" 
"How?"  Helen  demanded  rebelliously. 
"It's  simple  enough.    Will  you  come  to 
his  apartments  with  me  and  allow  me  to 
show  you  the  things  he  has  stolen?    The 
jewels  for  which  the  police  are  scouring  tiie 
world?    Will  you  come?" 
"I  will!" 

Helen  didn't  hesitate;  this  was  no  time 
for  hesitation.  Blindly,  even  against  the 
evidence  of  her  own  reason  at  times,  she  had 
come  to  believe  in  Bruce  Colquhoun;  she 
was  wearing  his  ring  now,  as  a  token  of  her 
faith  in  him.  If  he  had  deceived  her!  Her 
strong  young  hands  closed  spasmodically. 

The  run  downtown  in  the  motw  car  was 
made  in  sUence.    Von  Derp  ushered  Helen 
ceremoniously  into  the  public  parlor. 
"Allow  me,"  he  said,  "to  inquire  at  the 
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"r""^  ""canny  faron  ^?^  "" 

bolt  in  a  smaU  drawer  „,  7"® '*«  "»w  the 

Helen  looked,  and  looking  feU  back  a  «t^ 
^ai  one  hand  P«ssedto  h«^  ^*  S 

an«7  into  hSXT^l^'^f- tri-Ph-' 
hated  him!    He^  wl-S^    ""^^^  *« 
"  "toinei.    Finally  he  pulled  it 


"Here  please, "  he  said  quietly 
Again  Helen  looked,  and  a  S 
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her  lips.  She  stifled  it,  in  helpless  agony, 
and  stood  holding  her  clenched  hands  tightly 
to  her  lips.  The  bottom  of  the  drawer  was 
a  shimmering,  coruscating  mass  of  jewels — 
here  a  pearl  necklace  worth  many  thousands 
of  dollars;  brooches,  bracelets,  rings,  neck- 
laces of  diamonds! 

"For  some  reason  he  keeps  a  portion 
of  the  stolen  stuff  in  this  other  room, "  von 
Derp  explained.  "If  you  will  step  this 
way?" 
"I've  seen  enough,'  ;  he  gasped,  helplessly. 
"But  you  haven't  scea  the  most  important 
of  all,  "he  declared. 

Mutely  she  followed  him;  another  drawer 
opened  under  his  magic  touch,  and  there— 
there  loere  her  own  jewels,— at  least  a  part  of 
themi  The  cry  came  then— rage,  morti- 
ficatitm,  agony!  He  had  lied  to  her!  That 
great  joy  that  had  come  to  her  the  other  day 
when  she,  believing  him  dead,  had  found  him 
living,  died  now.  He  had  said  that  he  had 
returned  to  prove  his  innocence.  It  had 
sounded  plausible,  so  like  him;  and  even  at 
that  moment  he  was  hiding  the  jewels  he  had 
stolen  from  her.  She  swayed  a  little,  and 
von  Derp  steadied  her. 
"Is  the  proof  sufBdent?"  he  asked. 


3t« 


^lADVaoAKTBk 


At  that  Snt  ttelii^*?:  ***  J"*  ^. 

tor  a  moment  th«^  iS     J^  ****  «^<* 
•  «yrW^D^""«^  d«w  b«i  with 

"Lock  the  dT.  aSS."^!,'*  P««*d- 1 
"  Vmi'ii  .»- •     "^"'aiMi,    he  directed 

•^TOeHawk^^        *•  •!»«»«  to 

»"  |rim  joy  i„  iSS^t '^-  .  '^ 
von  Derp.  «««  as  ne  strode  toward 

"We  came  to  take  The  Hawk  ••  h^     -^ 
Hold  out  your  hands!"  '     ^®  '^**- 


•I?' 


von  Derp  started  back 


m 


amazement. 
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"I?  The  Hawk?  Really,  Meredith,  you're 
anamuabgpereon."  He  buret  out  Uughing. 
"I?    The  Hawk?"  ^^ 

The  perfect  sincerity  of  his  laugh,  his 
manner,  his  tone  caused  Meredith  to  stop  and 
look  around  helplessly  at  Bruce,  Helen 
dropped  down  into  a  chair,  with  her  face  in 
her  hands. 

"Perhaps,  Miss  Hamilton,  you  had  better 
go? 

Bruce  stood  beside  Helen  solicitously.  She 
shook  her  head. 

"And  where,  pray,  did  you  get  the  impres- 
Bon  that  /  was  The  Hawk?"  von  Derp 
taunted  Meredith.  His  shaUow  eyes  had 
narrowed  to  mere  slits. 

"I  know  it,"  Meredith  declared  forcibly. 

I  know  it  because—" 

"Well?" 

"First,  because  there  have  been  no  crown 
jewels  stolen  from  Germany.  I  have  that 
on  the  direct  authority  of  the  chief  of  the 
Imperial  Secret  Service. " 

"NaturaUy,"  and  von  Derp  shrugged  his 
shoulders,  "he  doesn't  let  American  policemen 
mto  secrets  of  that  nature. " 

"Also,  I  know  it  because  you  lied  to  me 
about  the  plan  of  that  house  where  I  found 
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rV^^'T    Yo«  said  you  had  xnaUed 
;boa.«.e„r^SL^„P;-^^P 

he^^'  ^°  ^  An-ericaas  say?- 

"And  finally,"  the  detective  d«.»  +„ 
photographs  and  a  slip  TpZ/^T 
pocket.  "I  know  it  bJause  ?T       °  *"' 
indisputable  prdof  here^^^thlV^?' 
print  of  ThA  w»—i  ,         ^  '"®  thumb- 

cJq1SoSsi^;Sr^7r'.t^^^^- 

You  can  still  con^S^L  fl"  ""'  ^  *'"^' 
The  Hawk,  he^^wl  "^^t:^  r  T  °°* 
your  thumbprint  beside  ZlZ^^llT 
comparison?  "  *hree  for 
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put  a  little  soap  on  my  thumb  so  we  may  ijet 
a  good  print."  '* 

He  disappeared  into  the  bathroom.    The 
door  dosed  behind  him  with  a  ciash,  and 
Meredith  and  Colquhoun  leaped  toward  it 
From  ^yond  the  sturdy  oaken  panels  came 
the  muflaed  crack  of  a  revolver! 

i-.','^'"    M"«dith  dropped  back.    "He's 
lolled  himself!" 

The  world  swam  a  und  Helen;  she 
screamed  once,  then  fainted.  Her  last 
mpr^on  of  visible  things  was  of  Bruce  and 
Meredith  battering  at  the  bathroom  door. 


CHAPTER  VI 
"IX7HEN  consciousness  returned  to  Helen 
V  V      she  was  being  held  dose,  close,  in 
Bruce  s  arms,  his  eyes  burning  into  hers, 

his  face.seared  by  the  torture  of  anxiety 
•'Thank  God,"  he  said.  ^ 

"Is— is  he— dead?"  she  faltered 
"No,"  said  Bruce.    "He  escapU.    Mere- 
ditiis  gone  in.  pursuit.    He  locked  the  door 
and  fired  the  shot  to  make  us  think  it  was 
suiade.    While  we  were  trying  to  bi«ak  in 
he  Stepped  out  on  the  fire  escape,  ran  along 
to  the  window  opening  into  the  haU,  and  eot 
away     It  took  us  fifteen  minutes  to  smLi 
uJZ'y^  ""  '"^  *^*  °^"^  ^  °f 
Helen  closed  her  eyes,  infinitely  relieved 
It  was  best  that  he  should  have  escaped,  for 
after  aU-    Suddenly  she  remembered  that 
she  was  bemg  held  very  tightly  in  a  young 
mans  arms,  and  struggled  to  free  hersdiL 
And  that  young  man  was  a  thief!    He  had 
stolen  her  jewels. 
"  Let  me  go, "  she  panted  angrily. 
"No,"  Bruce  held  W.  ^ 

"You  must!    I— you— " 
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"Why?" 

"Because  you— you—  I  hate  you!  You 
are  a  thief!" 

"Indeed!"    Bruce  pinioned  her  arms,  and 

gazed  deeply  into  indignant  eyes,   with  a 

slight  smile.    "What  have  I  stolen? " 

"Jewels— my  jewels— otherpeople's  jewels." 

"The  Hawk—von  Derp — stole  those,  not 

I." 

"  Then  what — ^what  in  the  name  of  goodness 
are  all  those  things  doing  here  in  your 
apartment?" 

"This,"  said  Bruce,  "is  not  my  apartment. 
It's  von  Derp's  apartment.  Meredith  and 
I  came  here  to  arrest  him!" 

"Von  Derp's  apartment?"  Helfen  was  so 
amazed  she  forgot  to  struggle.  "But  he 
said— he  brought  me  here — to  your  apart- 
ment—to  convince  me!"  She  stammered  on 
intosUence.  "Well!"  she  exclaimed.  "And 
he  is  really  TTie  Hawk?  He,  and  not  you?" 
"He  is  really  The  Hawk,"  Bruce  assured 
her.  "I  will  pay  him  the  compliment  of 
saying  that  he  is  one  of  the  most  gifted  yoimg 
men  of  my  acquaintance.  He  was  prepared 
for  everything  on  earth  but  that  thumbprint 
test;  he  had  even  forged  indisputable  creden- 
tials which,  in  an  emergency,  he  used  to 
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identify  himself  to  Meredith  after  Meredith 
had  actuaUy  caught  him  in  a  theft!" 

"Then,"  Helen  wriggled  out  of  the  endr- 
S'e^yo^  *°**  P"*«*  him  away,  "then  who 

'      "V,.    r^*'^  ^'  y°"  don't  know  me,  do 
you?      Bruce  was  apologetic.    "I  am  one 
of  the  most  cordially  hated  men  in  the  world 
im   m  the  diplomatic  service  of  Russia 
d^ite  the  fact  that  I'm  an  American.    I've 
been  m  that  sei^ce  for  years,  and  have  been 
honored  with  the  confidence  of  the  Czar 
He  ecalted  me  to  a  position  beyond  my 
actual  worth,  and  so  it  devolved  upon  me  to 
come  m  conflict  with  the  nihilists.    I  defeated 
a  plot  which  had  for  its  purpose  the  death  of 
the  Czar,  and  the  nihihsts  passed  sentence  of 
death  upon  me.    Never  in  the  history  of  the 
world  has  a  man  been  so  persistently  pursued 
as   I   have   been-through   Siberia,   China, 
Japan,  Hawaii,  through  Central  and  South 
Amenca-for  more  than  a  vear  they  have 
sought   me.     Twice    I    have    been    slightly 
wounded,  four  times  I  have  been  betray^  bv 
people   I   trusted.     Finally   I    reached   the 
pomt  where  I  trusted  no   one-the  poUce 
kast  of  aU.     I  locked  my  identity  within 
myself,  and  even  then—" 
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"And  even  then?"  Helen  asked. 
'And  even  then  they  found  me  i 


»»3 


^ in  Satuit. 

There  was  only  one  thing  to  do— to  run,  and 
I  did  run;  however,  I  came  back,  you  will 
remember,  to  see  if  you  still  wor«  the  little 
ring.    You  found  it,  I  see.    I  thank  you. 
I  had  not  given  my  pursuers  credit  for  their 
shrewdness.    They  traced  me  back,  and  the 
explosion  on  the  Pyramid  was  the  result. 
As  I  told  you,  I  ran  away  from  Meredith  and 
his  men  that  night  because  I  thought  they 
were  the  nihilists.    Aboard  the  Pyramid  I 
heard  a  clock  ticking— and  to  me  a  clock  tick- 
ing means  an  infernal  machine!    There  was 
no  clock  aboard  the  Pyramid.   I  didn't  wait. 
I  went  straight  over  the  far  side,  and  was  a 
hundred  feet  off  when  the  explosion  came.    In 
the  excitement  I  swam  ashore,  and  escaped, 
allowing  the  police,  the  nihilists,  the  world 
at  large— everybody— to  believe  that  I  was 
dead!    That  gave  me  opportunity  to  haul 
in  fourteen  of  the  nihilists  in  Paterson,  New 
Jersey,  with  the  aid  of  special  agents  of  the 
Russian  government  who  are  under  orders  of 
the  Russian  ambassador.    At  the  same  time 
half  a  hundred  others  were  taken  in  Russia, 
and  I  think  it  is  safe  to  say  that  the  most 
powerful  band  of  assassins  in  the  world  is 
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brokwi  up."  He  paused  and  stared  deep, 
deep  into  the  wondering  eyes.  "  I  love  you, " 
he  added  irrelevantly. 

"But— but— what  is  your  name?"  Helen 
rtanunered,  her  face  suflfused.  "You  told 
me  that  Colquhoun — " 

"Oh,  my  name.  It's  Treadway— Bruce 
Treadway,  of  Vii^ginia  stock.  My  mother  was 
a  Colquhoun,  a  descendant,  by  the  way,  of 
the  Countess  of  Salisbury  to  whom,  in  1344, 
Edward  III  gpve  the  jeweled  garter  which 
has  been  so  prominent  in  matters  concerning 
you  and  me.  By  the  way, "  he  added,  "did 
you  ever  see  that  garter?" 

"Yes,"  said  Helen.  "I  saw  it  in  the 
drawer—" 

"Oh,  that's  the  one  that  was  stolen  from 
the  British  Museum,"  Bruce  informed  her. 
"Here's  another. "  He  produced  the  glitter- 
ing trinket  from  his  long  pocketbook;  Helen 
caught  hCT  breath  sharply.  "There  were 
two  of  them,  it  seems,  so — " 

"Naturally  a  lady  would  require  two," 
said  Helen. 

"This  one  remained  m  my  family,  but  I 
was  never  able  to  identify  it  perfectly  untU 
I  picked  up  a  photograph— the  photograph 
you  saw  on  the  Pyramid— in  New  London. 
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As  a  matter  of  fact,  at  that  time  I  was  out 
of  touch  with  my  government,  with  my 
friends,  and  I  contemplated  selling  this  to 
replenish  my  supply  of  cash." 

"Sell  that?"  exclaimed  Helen.  "Indeed, 
you  will  not!" 

"That's  right;  I  will  not,"  Bruce  agreed. 
And  again,  irrelevantly:    "I  love  you!" 

"Bruce  Colquhoun,"  and  Helen  struggled 
in  his  arms,  "if — ^if  you  kiss  me,  I  shall 
scream." 

"And  if  you  don't  kiss  me,"  he  said 
solemnly,  "I  shall  scream.  It  might  make 
it  unpleasant  for  you,  because  there  are  four 
detectives  waiting  outside  the  door  for  my 
permission  to  come  in." 

He  was  a  masterful,  arrogant  chap. 
Helen's  Ups  parted  slightly,  flower-like,  to 
receive  his  kiss. 


Dexter,  of  Scotland  Yard,  was  an  amazed 
person  when  he  was  summoned  to  police 
headquarters  that  afternoon  and  the  Cotmtess 
of  Salisbury's  garter,  with  one  of  the  dia- 
monds missing,  was  placed  in  his  hands. 

"Where  did  you  get  it?" 

"  It  was  among  the  stolen  jewels  recovered 
in  The  Hawk's  apartments,"  Meredith  told 
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him  curtly.    "Give  me  a  receipt  for  it.  and 

"Bf*'^  say,  you  know,  who  had  it?"  Dex- 
termsjsted.   "What  millionaire  was  it  tha^- 

w««??'t  u'^o  '*■     ^^™^*  advised.    "It 
wasn  t  John  Gaunt,  anyway. " 

"But,  you  know-gadi  It's  too  bad!  I 
was  convinced  Gaunt  had  it,  you  know  I 
ev.  .arched^His  house  for  it.    Too  hall^ 

Four  days,  with  Meredith  and  his  men 
mgmg  sped  by,  and  there  was  no  t^cTS 
ihe  Hawk     A  portion,  but  only  a  portion 
of  the   stolen  jewels   had  been  recSW^ 

I^TI^    '""°.^^   ^^^'^'^    "anneTlf 
hving,   the  remamder  had  been  converted 

EaTS  t°"'S  "'"^  subte^an  JSS" 

MeSiiS;-s%\f ;r;  °'  "^^  ^°-*^  ^^ 

"HeUo!" 

"That  you,  Meredith?" 
"Yes."   ■ 

"Tlis  is  Bruce  Colquhoun.  Von  DerT>- 
The  Hawk-wiU  be  in  Daddy  HeinToW 
place  at  four  o'clock  this  afternoon.  Pk2 
your  men  after  he  enters  the  place,  not 
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before,  and  you'll  get  him.  Look  out  for 
the  back  way,  too. " 

"Thanks."  Meredith's  heart  beat  faster. 
"How  do  you  know  he'll  be  there?" 

"I'll  explain  when  I  see  you.  Now  don't 
fail  if  you  want  The  Hawk!" 

"If  I  want  The  Hawk!"  Meredith  repeated 
grimly.  "All  I'd  give  to  get  him  is  one  of 
my  arms,  that's  all." 

"All  right.  I'll  see  you  this  evening  some 
time." 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  while  Meredith's 
men  were  anxiously  awaiting  the  specified 
hour,  a  pale,  clean-shaven  young  man  in 
rigid  clerical  attire,  with  thick  eyeglasses  and 
brown  hair  brushed  back  smoothly  from  his 
placid  brow,  strode  up  the  walk  to  the  front 
door  of  Brokaw  Hamilton's  home  and  rang 
the  bell. 

"Please  be  good  enough,"  he  requested  of 
the  footman,  "to  hand  my  card  to  Miss 
Hamilton.    The  Rev.  Mr.  Arthur  Wallace. " 

He  put  his  hat  on  the  floor,  and  sat  down 
with  his  finger  tips  humbly  touching,  and 
looked  about  him  meekly  at  the  splendor  of  a 
millionaire's  home. 

"Miss  Hamilton,"  the  returning  footman 
reported,  "has  gone  out." 
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^   "Too  bad. "  commented  the  caUer,  gmO, 
May  I  leave  a  note  for  her?  "  ^^" 

K>  a  desk  m  the  hbnuy  adjoining.  Suonn- 
we  look  over  his  shoulder  as  he  write.:  "^ 
"  Mt  DiAB  Miss  Hammow 

did  MtMi-  T  -Z.  ij  "   ""  '  "■"  oone  to  win  yoo.    r 
•g.i«rtmei.S  ''^^  **^   the  police  bring 

•deed   him  7™  tlS''STT''*^*'''**«*'fc 

««  opportumty  too  good^^lTv^^;  "^STLS: 
writag  incident  gave  me  an  idea.    I  JSL^ 

«»^'t  ^^N^rJl^"^  "^^^  "Peru 

I  Ml  leaving  with  the  footman  a  oarcel  r«„».j-4_ 
■ome  few  of  your  jewels  that^  K^  ^^ 
.p-tment..    IW  don't  thiSoT^  SlJ^"  '"'^ 
"  Sincerely. 

«n  Jr  ^^  ^"""^  "*°  ««l«i  the  envelope 
^^dWedi,withapa„«l.tothe^rg 

"Wj^u  will  please  see  that  Miss  Hamilton 
'n    person    receives    these?"    he    «q^ 
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meekly.  "And,  while  I  am  here,  may  I  use 
your  telephone,  please?" 

"Certainly,  sir." 

The  footnum  held  open  the  door  of  the 
booth,  and  the  young  man  disappear^^  1  '"- 
side.  Two  minutes  later  New  York  poMc«» 
headquarters  was  on  the  other  end  of  the 
win. 

"Mr.  Meredith  is  out,  isn't  he?" 

"Yes, "  came  the  reply. 

"Please  tell  him  when  he  comes  in  that  once 
upon  a  time  he  remarked  that  The  ii  .  k 
could  never  make  a  monkey  of  him  again. 
And  add  that  The  Hawk  has  made  a  monksy 
of  him  again.  Inform  him  that  it  was  not 
Bruce  Colquhoun  who  sent  him  on  the  wild- 
goose  chase  to  West  Thirtieth  Street,  but 
The  Hawk  in  person. " 

"Who— who— "  there  was  a  stammering 
at  the  other  end  of  the  wire,  "—who  is  this? " 

"The  Hawk!" 

"Holy  Moses!    Where  are  you? " 

"Where  am  I?"  The  young  man  smiled 
blandly.  "I  am  in  Jersey  City.  Give  my 
regards  to  Mr.  Meredith.  Good-by."  He 
was  about  to  hang  up.  "Oh,  one  other 
thing,"  he  caUed.  "It  wasn't  The  Hawk 
who  was  wounded  that  night  the  bloody 
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thumbprmt  was  left  in  Boston,  althourii  it 
was  The  Hawk's  thumbprint,  aU  right.  The 
man  who  was  wounded  was  The  Hawk's 
accompUce  in  the  Boston  robberies.  CSood- 
by. "  ^^ 

The  murderer  of  old  Daddy  Heinz  was 
never  found.  Brokaw  Hamilton  was  con- 
vmced  that  the  murderer  was  not  The  Hawk 
but  possibly  some  other  crook  who,  dis^ 
gruntled,  had  come  in,  demanded  money,  and 
been  refused.  He  considered  the  matter  in 
detail  one  day  when  he  mailed  a  single  unset 
diamond  to  Scotland  Yanl,  London. 


CHAPTER  VII 

YOU  know,"  said  Helen,  "I've  only  one 
objection  to  manying  you?" 
"That  being?"  Bruce  inquired. 
"It  seems  inevitable  that  when  a  young 
man  saves  a  young  woman  from  drowning 
he  marries  her. " 

"That  doesn't  necessarily  follow,"  Bruce 
pointed  out.    "  I  saved  three  once. " 

A  long  pause;  Helen  was  staring  across 
Peggotty  Beach  toward  a  rock  where  sat 
Skeets  Gaunt  and  Mercy  Dale.  Somewhere 
out  there  beneath  the  restless  waters  the 
motor  boat  Pyramid  lay.  Helen  shuddered 
a  little. 

"Do  you  remember, "  she  asked,  "the  very 
first  thing  you  ever  said  to  me?" 
"I  do." 

"What  was  it?" 
"  'Don't  grab  me!'  " 
"Suppose  I  had  grabbed  you?" 
"I  should  have  pvmched  you  in  the  nose  " 
"Why  Bruce  ColquhounI" 
There  was  silence,  broken  only  by  the 
murmur  of  the  sea.    Dusk  dropped  down 
upon  them  tangibly;  the  gold  in  the  west 
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became  an  angry  cnmson — ^the  red  sun  was 
«one.  To  the  north,  across  the  matfhtiB, 
a  lighthouse  leaped  into  life.  Resets  and 
Mercy  had  turned  to  watch  it. 

"I  love  you!"  it  said.    "I  low  yool" 
-And  again:  "I  love  you!" 
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The  pulsatmg  strength  of  ambition,  tempered  by  the 
wit^ary  of  love,  marks  this  story  of  the  advancement  of 
•  mdMwake,  big-hearted  young  farmhand  to  the  high 
post  of  governor  of  a  great  state.  Ruial  simplicity  and 
tapptance  are  metamorphosed  into  power  by  the  macie 
of  the  opportunities  offered  by  life  in  a  great  city. 

The  sweeteat  and  tenderest  of  love  stories  adds  to  the 
charm  of  the  book,  for  the  delicate  chfld  to  whom  the 
farmer  boy  tells  fairy  tales  to  calm  her  "fraidments" 
never  outgrows  the  love  she  early  bsstows  upon  him,  and 
-4nthe  Tiomely  phraseology  of  the  lad's  benefactor. 
Farmer  Brumble — to  the  end  is  "Dav«'s  little  gal." 
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"««™  wM»  Ion  ud  eoopmtian  they  had  woo. 

gnv.«.,  WM  «*k  by  two  BriL.  ^^JLTtS 
B«,«nm  Gun,  bo.t««m.  „„,  .^_  rf^^^^JV^ 

aZv^  Jrf"*"  ™"  *«»»  'or  complicity  with  th. 
^-««««.  Fdix  GodoIiAj.  j.i„  .«.S:j^to1^ 
dh^  o' A"  «»oor-BUck«Jd„  -rf  Workn«^ 

«=»«^  th«  gJkw. of  it, p,^ only  by  .  wiU^irZ 
a  coffin  with  the  dead.  *"  '  ""^  oy  a  wild  tide  « 

i  Jl"  jrjj-f^- •~"'*i»^  of  the  Aa-rican*  the 
»"•«««  to  «J.,b,j,fc„  BMW. 
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The  Joy  of   Gardens 

By  Una  May  McCauW 

What  lua  Immi  aaid  of  thia  bookt 
"If,  as  Emerson  says,  'Nature  and  books  are 
for  the  eyes  that  see  them,'  the  author  of  'The 
Joy  of  Gardens'  has  proved  in  this  book  her  right 
to  revel  in  the  beauties  of  nature,  for  the  book 
delights  by  its  cfaaim  of  description,  its  riot  of 
color,  and  its  carnival  of  blossom." 

—The  Boston  Herald. 
'Miss  McCauley  loves  flowers  and  gardens, 
and  it  is  safe  to  say  that  by  this  at  once  her  floral 
creed  and  justification,    she   will  make  many 
another  garden  devotee." 

— The  Chicago  Record  Herald. 
"Miss  McCauley  has  a  way  with  her  when  it 
comes  to  talking  of  beauty,  and  she  has  never 
done  anything  better  than  in  these  spontaneous 
chapters.  The  book  is  fully  illustrated  with  pic- 
tures of  gardens.  It  is  practical  as  weU  as 
picturesque,  and  the  maker  of  gardens  will  find 
h«ie  much  sterling  advice."— CA«cago  Tribune. 

"Lena  May  McCauley,  who  has  written  'The 
Joy  of  Gardens,'  knows  nature.  She  is  keenly 
sensitive  to  its  beauty,  its  waywardness,  and  its 
tDooda."— Chicago  Evening  Post. 
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travel,  and  wbon  oaner  ai  ihrp't  captain  wu  halted  Inr 

S?^'2^*  """"^P"'  »«>yHetled  him  to  ^Tha^ 
M  other  itnnce  and  fantaitie  peoplea  whoie  luSui? 
»>^^«.da»to™.w«e  foreii^nil  ThS?3^ 
a  captive  travder  who  became  the  greatot  of  coriaStin 
to  be  ohibited  for  the  entertainSStrf  d,Srf?^ 
Pjnt^  conrtitutea.  a  kem  anal«U  «.d  aTaSSKriufSS 

-ii-  v22!^"*'P  '"■■"  *•"  «'''•"'  »n  eitnmely  hand- 
^t^U^U  """"^  to  any  Ubraiy  and  J "SSt 

lUuMiuw  hr  MIU  WiMv. 
■— *    O^h.    iidtlMdM.    »j.geMt    PmU(>.M>m.. 
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